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Our$ it an 8|e of universal conflict, frustration 
and unrest. Today, more than aver, whan 
lastly shadows of destruction are hover^j over 
a mankind, the revival of Buddha's massage Is needed 
f to cornbat and eradicate these dark forces and 
V to rekindle the light of compassion In human 
heart. Buddha's message is the message of Truth, 
of Peace and of Compassion. It has been one of 
the greatest moral forces In the history of man. 
a force that can free humanity from the fetters of 
self-imposed ignorance. ^ 

Harlndranath Chatiopadhyaya brings to you 
In this drama the life and message of the Golden 
Master, whose teaching, In the words of H.G.Welfs, 
‘*ls clear and simple and In the closest harmony 

with modem Ideas...Surely the 

compietest analysis of the problem of the soul's 
peace." 
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PROLOGUE 


Before the drop curtain, a strip affront stage. On 
either side of it, steps lead down into the pit usually 
meant for the orchestra, but now converted to a 
shelter for people to hide in when the siren blows, 
since it is war-time. 

From the centre of the proscenium arch is suspended 
a 16 mm. screen. 

Before the drop curtain, to the sound of the first 
announcing gong, a Palm-leaf screen^epreseming 
a Manuscript—is let down from the celling, to a 
pattern of sofi-toned gongs in the background. 

On the screen is inscribed in large bold Utters : 


SIDDHARTHA 

MAN 

OF 

Here the screen is rolled up, while simulioneously 
Five Bhikkus enter, each with a banner bearir^ 
one letter to form the word 

PEACE 

They assemble In the centre of the stage. Suddenly 
there is a distant thud of bombs tfirf with each 
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thud om after tmoiher. the BhiUcus fail fin, on. 

,hSh<^ces. Me ,he hofutered letters of the 

Peace, too, fall along wUh them, cancelling itself. 

BLACK01 


Shriek of sirens ; corfusion of excited voices. 
The front siage is /*t ttp, revealing 


PICTURE ONE 


{Crowds running helter^elier. Voices of men^ 
women and children.') 


VOICES 

Rush dowD, rush down I 
The ssten, the siren. it wars out our tncatls. 
Rush down, if you want to me your liie. 

Rush down with your baby, Neighbour. 

To the shelter 1 rush down ; to the shelter, if yo»| 
want to see tomorrow ! 

Quick I quick ! death waits for none I 
But is life worth the saviug ? 

Ma, ma I tny doll I 

Come along, you 1 

Good lord ! how the siren shneks ... like a devU 


{Tite crowds rusk down into the pit from either sid^ 
of the staged 

BLACK.OUT1 


{After a few seconds, the front strip of Stage is /if 
up again revealing) 
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PICTURE TWO 

(On a rickety cat, a man caughing weakly, tries 
to sit up, while his wife supports kirn.) 

MAN 

Everybody to the shelter . .. (coughs) everybody I ouly 
I.., only I can’t move. 

WOMAN 

That U God'a will... 

MAN 

God’s will, Indeed ! that men should flee like .rats, die 
flies ... is that Cod’s will ? Rot! I 1 God’s will, 
indeed I I like that... I do I It is man’s brain, 1 say, 
that has made bombs and bomber planes (coughs again) 
God's voU.. . indeed, indeed ! 

WOMAN 

Pull yourself together. Be quiet, dear. If a bomb drops 
here you won’t die alone. I am here—- to share youi 
deattk, even as I shared your life. 

MAN 

Everybody to the shelter. In the end, only the yawning 
grave sbaU be our shelter ... and that end may be now... 
cow. 

BLACKOUT 

Froject on the 16 mm. screen library shots cf 
actual warfare on various fronts, including 
CUT SHOTS of 

bombs dropping over towns and cities 
bomber planes flying in patterns 
rolll*^ seas and battleships 
ships torpedoed and sinking helplessly 
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COMMENTARY 

War I bloody war ( 

Human life bled and brokoo I 
Mothers' wombs reoderod a travasty I 
Millions dying and dead 
in Europe 
in Russia 
in China 

(7?iud of bombs ; booming of cannon : irumpeis 
loudly blown : sirens still persisting above blended 
noises of groans and moans and parrot-like prayers 
offered up to some God somewhere in the hope that 
He might hear.) 


CHORUS 

Red-eyed war, vulture of bate, its ^anc pinions 
of steel unfurled 

Roams over clouds and challenges heaven, voniS 
ing gloom 

Like sulphurous lava over this deeply beauUfu] 
world. 

Vulture of lust, its ruthless daws keep clutching 
at life which groans for release, 

Keen daws dipped in the blood of man, the blood 
of life and the blood of peace. 

Cannon roar from shore to shore, bomb-bursts 
echo, macbine-gung rattle. 

Crass destruction of human life by cowards is 
christened sacred battle, 

War's red lightning, war’s dread thunder, 

Green earth trembles. What does it matter 

To the vulture of war that is out to plunder, 
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Is out to crack up the earth and shatter 
The body of man in relentless slaughter ? 

What does it matter 

If seas foam blood instead of water 

And the world like a fioundering ship goes under 

The dead who are more than the living deny oven 
elbow-room 

To the new-born, time’s interpreters of Ibo funeral 
pyre and the tomb, 

The infant, uncocceived as yet, refuses to enter 
the womb, 

Each day that dawns is dark as night since dawn 
is afraid to bloom 

While the diamond dome of all heaven grows dim 
and the earth grows dumb with doom. 

COMMENTARY {above the sound) 

Today, when earth and sky are filled with gloom 
And human life goes spewing to its doom, 

When mercy and compassion are forgotten 
And love deserts the heart, leaving it rotten, 
When the whole world stands facing grim disaster. 
Today, the world recalls the Golden Master, 

The memory of Him who shall again 
EetabLish beauty in a world of pain. 

Whose message of compassion and of peace 
Shall once again be heard and men shall find 
release.. • 

{Back stage, the voices of Bhikkus chant together:) 

buddham sharanam gachchami 
dhammam sharanam gachchami 
sangam sharanam gachchami 
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PrCTURB THREE 

(77ie stage is ?u>w Ut up revealing a Ewopean 
TraveQer comersit^ with a Bhikku.) 

TRAVELLER 

Pmy, what be the Masiei’e name ? 

BHIKKU 

The Lord Gautam Buddha. 

TRAVELLER 

Did he found a religion ? 

BHIKKU 

No, our Lord did not set out to found a religion but 
to find for all humanity a way out of the shackles of hu¬ 
man suffering, the cycle of birth, the shadow of death 
TRAVELLER 
Pray, tell me more ... 

BHIKKU 

He sought to free mankind from the torture of wrong 

cravings of unlllumined flesh 

WWPatl,’.' 

TRAVELLER 

I come from far away, brother I I come to learn the 
mt^ge of the Gtmi Master whose name rings through¬ 
out world. The moon and the sun sound like gongs 
proclarimng hjs name, announcing his glory I am 

BHIKKU 
Then, listen ,,. 

BLACKOUT 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE ONE 

BHUCKU {from bock stage) 

About two thousand five hundred years ago> tn the 
nei|hbourhood of Nepal, in ICapilavastu, reigned aa illus¬ 
trious King descended from the Sakyas. the strong race 
of warriors descended from the Sun and—the name of 
that King was 

{The curtain rises to ike blare of dufidubkis blown 
by o row of stalwart men arranged on a descend’ 
ing curve of platform on left of stags as viewed 
from audience.) 

ANNOUNCER 
Maharaja Suddbodana! 

{The Court is soon packed with courtiers and 
officers, including the Minister, the Jester and the 
Court Poet.) 

VOICES 

Salutation to our great King, our noble King I 

The King of the line of Ihshvaku 1 

Proud and mighty descendant of the Sakya Oan, 

Salutation (salutation 1 

All bail to His Majesty I 

{Just as King Suddhodana takes his royal seat an 
excited Messenger enters^ 



MESSENGER 

Oloiy be to the Kiog Suddhodana ! 
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JESTER 

His face ts as fusbed as a shoeSower I 


MESSEKGER 

Your Majesty, I bnng tidiogs. 

KING 

Wliat tidings do you bring and ia such haste ? 
MESSENGER 

Tidings as bright as twenty rising suns I 


JESTER 

My Lord, he sounds as if ho is cut to steal the broad out 
oi the mouth of our Court Poet ! 


KING 

What tidings bright as twenty rising sans ? 


MESSENGER 
My Lord, the Queen * 


KINO 

Yes, what about the Queen ? 

MESSENGER 

The Queen, my Lord, the Queen I 
KING 

Why, he s«Dis moonstruck. 

MINISTER 

SpMk om. sE«k out I wiat tidings of au> Queen? 
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MESSENGER {with a strange grin) 

The Queen Mayadevi is resting ia an arhour of the 
Lumblni Gardens. 

KING (laughing) 

That's hardly u^ngs, she rests every day I 
MESSENGER 

Today aha rests in quite a differeot way. 

KING ^ 

I trust she is not indisposed, Messenger ? 
MESSENGER 

Never was she more well, my Lord ( 

MINISTER 

I hope you are not ia^sposed. Messenger ? 

KING (laughs again) 

1 dare be sworn this messenger is mad I 

MINISTER 

Indeed, my King ! the moon has played on biw 1 
MESSENGER 

Saner 1 have not been in all my life I 
My King! if but your royal feet would tread 
Towards the gardens and approach the arbour. 
Your royal ears would listen to such music 
As they have never ever heard before. 


BLACKOUT 
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SCENE TWO 

{Tli€ cry of an infant and the whispering of young 
women, above the croonirtg of a kllaby.) 

(prom back stage) 

Cao you see bow the cradle swings ? 

Do you hear bow the mother sings 7 
Look, look I antelopes gazing with largo-eyed 
wonder at the newborn inf^t io the cradle ; 
Monkeys sit circJlDg round the cradle... look I 
A female parrot is saying something to a male 
parrot, 

Seated demurely oo a branch; 

They are talking about the newcomer... 

O what a shiver passes along the lotuses in yonder 
pool! 

And bow the peacock dances ( 

And the owls ga^e right into the eyes of the babe 
And the large<booded serpent dances at the bead of 
the cradle. 

(7%e stage is now dimly lit up revealing the 
creepers and the flower bedecked Lumbini Cardens. 
The /ulf moon is spreading its sHvery rays on the 
stage from behind the tress. Mallika aJotig with other 
Comptons of ike Queen who have Just returned 
from iheir wt^erings across the gardens enter.) 

MALLIKA 

ru go mad, if I don’t contain myself now ! TU go mad 
with joy, stark mad 1 

A COMPANION 

0 Mallika I look at your hair, look at your hair I 
It is like a torn cloud in a storm, flying here and 
them, here and there I 
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MALUKA 

O wonderful I 1 don’t know wlut to say. 

ANOTHER 

Mallika, what’s happened on this Poomima day ? 

MALLKA 
Most wonderflil t 

ANOTHER 
What's woncierful ? 

MALUKA 

What has happened is wooderful 1 
ANOTHER 

But tell us, what has happened ? 

MALUKA 

All that is wonderful in the world has happened 1 
ANOTHER 

Have you discovered what you were out to discover. 
ANOTHER 

Tell us, do tell )is... have you found a lover ? 
MALLIKA 

The world has found a lover. Look t (j>oiraing ojff'siage) 
Do you see ? 

COMPANIONS 
O Miracle ! 

What's that ? 

The hood of a serpent 
Become a large white fiower ! 
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MALLIKA 

Queen Mayadevi has borne... 

COMPANIONS 
Boy or girl ? 

MALLIKA 

Neither. She has given birth to a god. 

A COMPANION (absent mindedly) 

This garden seems to wear a new feeling... 

(Sia^ U mare III up) 

MALUKA 

There’s magic in the air ... 

(Enun Ike Stage Asfia Mutii, a yery old man with a 
fiawfng while beard; he comes in chanting a 
p' opheey) 

ASITA MUNI 

Lo ! be is bom upon the earth 
Who comes to put an end to birth, 

Who, at the intake of each breath, 

Has come to put an end to death, 

SCENE THREE 

(The curtain goes down ; before it, in tremendous 
excitement, rusk past.) 

A BLIND MAN 

What’s happened, what’s happened, my Gcd ' I was 
bom bUnd, gravel-blind... all these years, ail these 
years ... and now, something has happened. I can see I 
I can see I 0, how beautiful the world is I 
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A LAMB MAN 

X wa$ lame all my l^e, all my lif^. Cod I and whafa 
happened now ? I can walk, I can walk 1 (breaks into 
a sob) 

A DEAF MAN (shouting at the top of hie voice) 

1 was deaf ever since i was bom. My God ! my Ood I 
what’s happened, what's happened on this full moon day. 

I can hear I My Gcd ! can you hear t 

A LEPER 

I was a leper, a walking corpse. What has happened 
all of a sudden ? Am I really myself or somebody 
else ? (strokes his arms and can hardly believe he Is now 
a normal healthy human being) The world will not shun 
me any more. O God , my God ( something has surely 
happened—somewhere... somewhere ! 


SCENE POUR 

(The King's private chamber. The King, the Court 
Poet, the Court Jester an4 the Minister.) 

KING 

O happy day, O happy happy day I 
Such ridings have not been a lifetime long 
As now just at the moment when I seemed 
To walk into the shadow of old age, 

The heart grown tired and nervous that our throne 
After me would gape in gloom and sadness, 
Without an heir to occupy that throne, 

And lo 1 today, 0 happy happy day 1 
I am the merriest man in all the world, 

The proudest monarch and the proudest father. 
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(Tumtni to the Poet) 

0 Poet I what a day has dawned for me .,. 

This throne which has been waiting patiently,^ 

TESTER 

Impatiently, my Lord, impatiently I 
KING 

Shall wait no more, now that our Prince is bom. 
MINISTER 

And whae a Prince I like gold ... that’s what they are 
saying, ' 

JESTER 

My Lord, the Prince is like gold : »c have hearf it said 
several limes, id waking and slumber, and times out of 
number ; but the Prince, they say, is Uke gold since those 
Who say l^t, sure, are expecting to have a Uitle gold pul 
into theu hands by way of remuneraiJon ... hi, hi, hi i 

COURT POET 

And DOW that he is bom 

Our noble EGng shall scorn 

Old age which heralds winter cold and bare • 

So let it come tomorrow, , * 

It shall not bring biro sorrow 

Now that the Queen has given him an hefr, 

JESTER 

^Wng in Nature longs for a little sun, a liide air ... 
(The curtain comes down.) 
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SCENE FIVE 

(A groi^ of feasarus before ike curiair^ 
PEASANTS 

Abo 1 the soil seems to have been touched by a wand. 
There's truth in what you say. AU of a sudden our earth 
has yielded golden grain. 

They are all saying chat the Prince who has come into 
the world has the colour of gold. 

One thing is certain though. The earth did not need 
much coaxing this time ; before we could toil and bcTona 
we could tlU, she burst into grain os though she were 
ripe with motherhood, Deeding no nurse to attend on her. 
^^ve you noticed how juicy each blade is this time ? 
And what substance there is in each ear of corn ? 
Well, it would seem that we were destined sense day or 
the other to be freed from the yoke of overtoil,.. 

O ho ho I what a wUc thing our brother has Uttered. 
For sure we shall all be free, some time or other, from 
toil and over>toil; since each one must lay down 
the sickle and the scythe and lie down in the very earth 
which bursts with grain. 

And where you lie there will grow only thick thistle and 
wild weed. 

Ha ha ha ha ! 

No, no I T meant something diJThrent, I did, bless me 1 
we may yet have more leisure some day, some day ... 
And the land will be given to our brother here as a gift... 
{ZjOud laughter all round) 

Why do you laugh ? many a true word is spoken in jest. 
Go'long ! you're just dreaming. 

You never can tell; dreams come true some day, you 
bet, somewhere. 

(EKtere an Announcer beating w his drum) 


Ifi 
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ANNOUNCER 

Get out of tbe w&y» I say. I have an asaouacement to 
make. 

Ye dwellers of the dty ! listen ! 

(A crowd gathers round him to listen) 

Today is one of the greatest days ia the city ; uot only in 
this city but in the kiagdom ; cot only in the kingdom 
but on the entire earth ; not only on the entire earth, but 
throughout the heavens ; a great great day» 1 say I a great 
great day I tbe greatest on any calendar is any age I 

CROWDS 
Wbat’g happened ? 

Look at the fellow's eyes, how they bulge, like bursting 
sacks. 

Hh face is turning red with excitement like the frill on 
the head of a cock announcing the dawn. 

The Lord preserve his lungs; they might burst, the way 
he is shouting. 

Thai’s nothing. Lot them burst. He Is paid for it. 

He has never announced any news before in such terrible 
earnestness and at.such a pitch I Lord have mercy on 
his sou]! 

On his voice, you mean. 

ANNOUNCER {beating on his drum) 

Today, the palace which was dark, ia spite of a thousand 
lamps and a hundred thousand torches, is lit at last I 
the Queen Mayadevi has borne a Prince. 

{Excited cheers from ail sides) 

APrince is bom I a Prince is born! heir to the royal 
throne. 
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(Great rejoicing ; playing of nowbat heard coming 
from the nowbaikhoTia, A long line of lovely 
women singing and with kindled lamps passing by ; 
excited horsemen ntshing along with ihe news of 
the day from one place to another. The street, 
represented by foresiage, being decorated with 
festoons.) 

A MAHOUT (enters and slaps a brother Mahout on the 
shoulder) 

Hey I wbat are you doing here ? get to worJc. The 
King Id ia haste to go to the l^umhioi Gardens. Come 
along, come along. Lefa go and start scrubbing and 
rubbing, rubbing and scrubbing the elephants and get 
them ready for £e procession. 

ANNOUNCER 

A Prince is born I a Prince ia born. 

(Curtatii) 


SCENE SIX 

(The curtain goes up on an ante^chamter In The 
palace : a parrot in a cage ; women serving in ihe 
palace discuss ihe Prince.) 

WOMEN 

They say he is like gold .. . 

Tbe King is handsome and the Queen is lovely. Why 
should the Prince not turn out to be tvbat they say he has 
turned out to be ? 

Aire 1 wbat a difference it vriU now make to the palace. 
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A WOMAN(»/Af/WT«) 

What a difference it will make to our friend, the parrot, 
^on’t it now 7 

THE PARROT (jArtrfcs) 

! am hungry 11 am hungry f 

You Wlow I you are a panot, after alt. You only repeat 
what you hear; you have learned that from the beggars 
ID ihekiogdozn. 

THE PARROT 
I am hungry ! I am hungry I 


WOMAN . , 

Our friend in the golden cage hardly knows that a Kiog a 
paiTOt is far better fed than the children of the poor. 


ANOTHER WOMAN (hoking out of the window) 

Come, come and see ! whai a procession of chariots and 
elephants and palanquins ; they arc going to meet the 
Queen and bring her back. What a p ocession of 
horses, neighing and foaming at the mouth, as they 
cover the road with their prancing. The roads are 
lined with huge crowds waiting to see the procession 
pass by ; they will wait all day, in the blaring sun, to see 
the procession return with ihi Queen and the Prince t 

(Sound of music in the distance.) 


SCENE SEVEN 

{The curtain goes down and once again the fetestage 
becomes the roadway. Crowds pass through^ 
shouting and Peering. U is a day of festivity^ 
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VOICES 

Tlid procession will soon return. Let us occupy points 
of vantage from where we can see best from. 

GUARDS 

Clear the roadway. Get out of the way. The royal 
proccssioo is coming. Don’t block the-way. 

(The Guards cl^ar the roadway, the fortstage, 
while the music grows louder and louder and the 
precession is approaching.) 

(THE FJiOCBSSION BEGINS: dundubhis, drums, 
conches, gongs, cymbals, dwarfs with chowries and 
peacoek-fans larger than ihemsehes ; they are 
followed by all the OHimals described in the Jataka 
tales: owh, antelopes, serpents, parrots, peacocks, 
monkeys, white herons, squirrels, liiards, and many 
other creatures leading the rest of the procession: 
horses, elephants, chariots, palanquins. When the 
palanquin bearing Queen Mayadevl and the Prince 
passes by, the music grows heady and there is tm- 
mense excitement.) 

(The music dies down) 

COMMENTARY (on the mike) 

What an extraordinary procession I the animals of the 
JataSca tales have all talCM part in it. They bring to the 
surface the legendary aspect of the life of the Lord Buddha 
as well as the new consciousness which entered into 
Nature and the world at the instant of the Golden Birth. 
How inevitable and simple has been the share of these 
animals in the rejoicing and the celebration. Without 
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them the procesuon would have been wanting... for 
they are the dumb side of Nature which are part and 
parcel of the conscioutnees of the Lord Buddha^ the 
Compassionate One. 


SCENE EIGHT 

(A group of women, gorgeously adorned, brings 
gi/is for the Prince : unguents, perfumes, oils, 
saffron, sandalpasic, etc. Soft music plays through- 
om the scene!) 

WOMEN 

Here is sandal-pasle for the little One. 

And here are magic herbs for the golden One. 

Here, sweet Prince, are strings of pearls for your little 
throat 


{Servants of the palace enter with large trayfuls 
of toys of all descriptiotis ; one by one, the eititens 
who have brought these gifts approach the Prince 
who is in the arms of th: Queen Afayadevl.) 

CITIZENS 

Here is a golden chariot drawn by dotted deer 

And here are hordes white as the moon on unruffled waters 

And as red as sunrise on a hill 

And as yellow as a suntlovp^r 

And here is a little elephant studded vrith the nine precious 
gems. 

And here is an enamelled tortoise. 

And here is a set of little musicians and dancers to fill the 
playroom of the little prince with pleasure and enter- 
tainmenL 
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AN ELDERLY WOMAN 

Bless you, Prince ! and may these toys engage your atten¬ 
tion for hours and hours, and when you grow up into 
manhood, may their counterparts : huge elephants, Swift 
horses, golden chariots, lovely dancers with perfumed 
breathing, great musicians with hearts full of colour and 
romance, fill your whole life with rich entertainment; 
and may you love the earth with its rainbowed en¬ 
chantments, and may you drink of the pleasures of love 
and of desire, and may your senses be lured away from 
sad thoughts by the tinkle of anklet-bells and the bright 
eyes of wompa.... 

(A Ouard ntshes in) 

GUARD (announcing) 

The King with the sage Asita Muni) 

{The Women, the Servants and the Citizens retire 
leaving t^e Queen with Prince in arms alone.) 

MAYADEYI (goes forward and places the Prince at the 
feet of the Sage) 

Bless him, O Sage I 

ASITA MUNI {bending down, picks up the Prince wha 
is sucking his thumb) 

What arc you doing. Queen Mayadevi! this is no infant 
born of flesh. He is pure spirit- He is worthy of b^ng 
placed on the head and not at the feet. 

{Asita Muni lifts up the child to th& forehead and 
with closed eyes, addresses Aim) 
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A thousaad thousand salutations to you, 0 hoaveo»boraJ 
Through centuries of penance have J won 
A glimpse of you, O Brnbodimcnt of DJuminatioa I 

(rAe«, plccfng the Child d^wn, AsUa Muni falls 
at his feet.) 

MAYA DBVI (ru>i understanding) 

O divine Master ] what are you doing ? 

ASITA MUNI 

Trust me, 0 Queen ) this is no earthly Prince, 

His kingdoms are not builded of the earth. 

He is the ruler of the finnanienC, 

The stars encrust his crown. Not over men 
Shall he he lord, but over their sorrowful hearts 
‘Which, ruling, be sball conquer, flooding th^ 

With peace and high compassion. He has come 
To shatter human bonds, to rid the world 
Of mournful shadows. Human history 
Shall yet record him 
Lord of the world, lord ofbumaiiity. 

KING 

My brain is in a fog, my senses swim .., 

1 cannot understand you, Master I no, 

1 cannot understand >ou. 

AStTA MUNI 

You will, in lime 1 

eternity has blossomed to a flower 

Which is your iiew*born, and the world shall smell 

The fragrance of his being which shall flood 

Each speck, each grain, whether of earth or heavea. 

He ts the Buddha, Golden Lord of peace, 

Lord of Compassion ... (here he sheds tears) 
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KING 

Wherefore do you weep ? 

You who have nmtercd wisdoms, you are weepiog! 


ASITA MUNI 

I cannot help but weep when T consider 
1 shall not live to hear his golden message. 


(^Agita Muni goes out quietly after handing ike 
Prince over lo ihe Queen MayadevL White going 
out he chants) 

Lo, be is bom upou the earth 
Who comes to put an end to birth, 

Who, at the Intake of each breath. 

Has come to put an end to death. 


KING 

He seemed to speak In riddles. 


QUBEN 

His words were clear as daylight. I understood, I under¬ 
stood every word he spoke. O King ! my heart is break¬ 
ing. It cannot bear the rapture- My blood swoons 
with excess of ecataay. This Infant is eternal. Having 
borne him I must ^ve up this frame which ii mortal, 
this vessel of clay, this body which cannot survive the 
Great Birth. But 0 ! what a happy death ! (she weeps} 
Alas 11 shall not live to see him grow, to hear him speak.... 


{Cu'ialri) 
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SCENE NINE 

(The curtain goes On the forestage a scene 
of the Milking of Cows. The Milkmen and Trmce 
Siddhartha’s close Woman Attendant.) 

l8t MILKMAN 

We heat the Prince is growing up like a god. 

2nd ME^KMAN 

The gods never grow up. They remain the same age 
throughout the ages, (laughter) 

WOMAN ATTENDANT 

He is waxing like the moon. Already be glows like a 
moon. 

1st MILKMAN 

Fed on the milk of our cows, be is bound to grow round 
like a moon. 

2nd MILKMAN 

Or rounder than a moon, if that were at all possible. 
WOMAN ATTENDANT 

Joking apart, this cow of yours looks like Kamadhenu, 
the Cow of Boons I She yields and yields and never 
seems to stop yielding. 

2nd MILKMAN 

Why, so does our Minister.. - the way be seems to yield 
•at every turn ... (laughter) 

WOMAN ATTENDANT 

What a Prince we have now to attend oc. He seems 
to be one who is born to yield as much peace and beauty 
as ihe world may be in need of. 

(Curtain) 
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SCENE TEN 

{The curtain goes iq> on the Private Chamber of the 
King and the new Queen) 

KING 

So, $he has gone, leaving the Prince in your care. She 
had intuirion. The andenis believed that when one dis¬ 
covered the secret of making gold, he died soon after. 
The Queen Mayadevi died, too, after performing a d eed 
of alchemy. 

QUEEN 

And, while dying, how generously she handed over the 
Prince to my care, charging me to be his mother hence¬ 
forth. 

KINO 

She has become deathless through him. And since his 
birth, how everything grows riper in our kingdom and an 
our palace and—in ourselves gr. in and wheat, friend¬ 
ships of neighbouring Sutes, and the Spirit within, grow 
riper, richer; and I now feel more and more drawn to a 
life of meditation. 

QUEEN 

That is why we have called him Siddhartha, the Ripe 
One. For he is the Ripe One through whom lift which was 
once so raw become riper and riper. 

KING 

I know not what penance I had done in some past birth 
to have deserved in this the gift of a handsome Prioco. 
O I am so unutterably happy ; so relieved that our throne 
shall not remain vacant ai^r I am gone. 
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QUEBN 

Ii U a poor throoe you will be leaviog, my Lord^ for so 
rich au emperor... 

KTNQ 
How 7 how ? 

QUEEN 

Did not Asita Muni prophesy that he would rule over 
the hearts of mea and not merely over men 7 

KING 

0 yes, yes... he did, he did 1 
QUEEN 

My Kins, he is not a human child. 

KING 

You are right. His body is softer than flowers. It 
almost looks like the Spirit itself grown visible. 

QUEEN 

Yet, he is also as strong and hard as diamond. Why 
should he not be ? He is the offspring of a great warrior- 
fttber. 

K'NG 

He will rule the kingdom with generosity, love, under* 
standing and strength. 

QUEEN 

No, my Lord, he will not ever care to rule over an earthly 
kingdom, 

KING 

What do you mean ? 
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QUEBN 

Already his ey«$ £a 2 « into distance as though they were 
seeking something far beyond this old stru^liog world, 

KING 

You don't mean to suggest he will ever think of leaving 
this kingdom, this palace 7 

QUEEN 

How should I know, my Ilford 7 
r KING 

Retire awhile> Queen. Your words have set me tbinkiog,,, 

I (7^ Queen goes out) 

(As claps) Anybody there 7 
{A Servant enters) 

Bid my Minister come hither. 

(The Servant bows and goes out. Enter the Minister) 

MINISTER 

Did your Majesty send for me 7 

KING 
I did. 

(Enter Jester) 

JESTER 

You don^t mind my presence, do you, my King ? 

I am sure my absence must aggravate you greatly... 

KING 

Come, press my legs while I address oar Minister. 
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JESTER 

You call those legs, my Lord 7 
KING 

Whai aro they, if not legs 7 
JESTER 

They are legacies, my Lord... .hi bi hi I 
KING 

Stop your jeatfog awbile. Minister, I would have our 
royal Astrologer spend a little time with me...(a pause),,, 
alone. 

MINISTER 

Kiog, astrologers are mad meo. 

JESTER 

And those who run after astrologers 7 

MINISTER 
Are kings I 

(Tfte Minisier goes ow.) 

JESTER 

If that be the case, then my mathematics says : Linga 
are more mad than astrologers. 

KING 

Jester, make me laugh 1 
JESTER 

O King, you make me laugh, you do I the state you 
are in 1 


* 
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KtNO 

Jester, do you think the sage Asita Muni suggested that 
our Prince would leave the kingdom and go into a forest 7 

JESTER 

Good Lord 1 the Prince go to a forest ? have we all gone 
mad ? the Prince go to a forest and live on herbs and 
roots and grow a shaggy beard and look like a goat ? 
leave this palace and live under a banyan uee ? hi, hi. hi t 

{The Jester laughs most heartily) 


KING 

What makes you laugh so heartily. Fool ? 

JESTER 

To see what a fool a King like you can be t what a puppet 
in the bands of others 1 yet, after all, according to my 
mathematics, Kings are puppets, what do you say ? 

KING 

Asha Muni was a seer... 

JESTER 

Indeed, indeed he wa$-^ seer who saw not beyond his 
nose, God knows 1 O (ivi^A a waive of the hand} forget 
bis prophecy. Sire I Nobody on earth can tell the future, 
for the simple reason that there is no such thing in reali* 
ty ; all Is myth created by the mind which can scarcely 
live without creating one sort of myth or another. It is 
all a question of chance, Your Prince, who is now grow¬ 
ing into superb boyhood, is both hale and hearty. He 
is going to grow up into a well-fed fbUow, and going to 
beat the pot-bellied priests hollow, as far as the body is 
concerned ; he will never be an ascetic, lean and gaunt 
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and undeif^. Well, here comes our royal Astrolo- 

ier_hi hi hi i «b&t an ostentatious fellow I embodi* 

ment of brag and boastfulness I 

ASTROLOGER 

My Sire has bade me come into bis presence ? 

KINO 

1 am troubled at heart, Astrologer I 

ASTROLOGER 
Troubled at heart 1 

JESTER 

Unlike an astrologer who is constantly troubled at the 
stomach. 

ASTROLOGER 

Pooh, to be troubled is unkingly. 

JESTER 

The fool doesn't know that the head that wears a crown 
has a face that wears a frown and a heart that tumbles 
down and a mind that wanders here and there, here and 
there {he breaks into a humming and begins la dance.) 

ASTROLOGER (angrUy) 

Like you who are a clown. King 11 suppose that UQneces> 
aary specimen of humanity called a Court Jester, that 
survival of history, might leave the royal apartment while 
I speed a little uninterrupted leisure in the royal prcseDce 
of my King. 

JESTER 

Unnecessary survival of history... you 1 (snaps his Jingers 
at him and goes oul in a huff) 



HAiUWDRANATH CHATTOPADHYAVA 


31 


KING (indulgently) 

O he 18 & simple reUow> mcaxia noLbing, though he seems 
to say & Icpt. 


ASTROLOGER (casting his dice and doing strange cal¬ 
culations) 

Fear not, Sire ! we astrologers know more than your 
sages and seers. Remember, the stars are our neighbours 
and we know them and their habits by habit. We can 
make them do what we want. T shall cast a horoscope 
of our Prince and woe bedde the planet that dares suggest 
that the Prince shall ever meet with any gloom or sorrow. 

KING 

Will he ever leave the kingdom and become an ascetic 
and wander in a forest ? 

ASTROLOGER 

Woe betide the plancc that dares to suggest that he wi)* 
ever become an ascetic, thus overthrowing the long trad! 
tioo of the Great Line of Warriors fVom which he i» 
descended. 

KING (relieved) 

O Astrologer ! 

ASTROLOGER 

Woe betide astrology and astrologers and woe betide the 
heavens which dare disprove us 1 Beydes, King, we 
have incantations which can chan|^ the course of way¬ 
ward stars, can change them and give them a new direc¬ 
tion ; and, besides, too, King, we astrologers of ycur 
Court are not traitors, to eat your salt and forget that 
we are eating it ; and fergetUng it, commit unhappy cal- 
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eQlfttiODS. We never forget tbat yon pay us handsomely. 
{The Jester peeps ihrou$h the cuftairii 

JESTER 

Yes, yes, paid handsomely and overgrown into bloated 
poU which your bellies resemble. 0 what hollow fellows 
you are, 'poo my word I you beat the priests almost, in 
drcutatooce, 1 mean. 

{hidieating the line remd the waist.) 


KING 

Jester, you are mcorrigible I 
JESTER' 

My Lord, you mean, 1 am eDCOorageable 1 
ASTROLOGER 

It seems to me that that fellow you encourage, my 
King, is not so much a jester as a Jest! 

{Curtain) 


ACT TWO 

SCENE ONE 

{Before the drop curtain a group of men with sacks 
on their backs pass through while others discuss ; 
two or three of these men put the sacks down awhile 
and Join in the discussion.) 

Wealth is a woBde/ful thing for those who stare it 
But an Ugly thing for those who have to bear it 
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D&y in, d&y out, in heavily bulging sacks 
Ours are the bucks of nsses, not human backs. 

(Forced faughfer) 

{Ofie fi/lhw, wiping the swenr nff his brow, speaks 
up for loyaily to the Kbig.) 

But all the same, we should be loyal, loyal to him who 
needs us. 

We musi serve him with uimost loyalty, since he clothes 
and feeds us. 

(A disgrwuhd.fellow) 

But, tell me, should we be loyal to u king who 
bleeds us ? 

It is quite u problem to decide us to who feeds 
whom \ 

We don’t know why wc sweat, but wc know that we 
have to sweat. 

But how is it, brother, that some sweat and some 
don't ? 

0 you forge I 

That is called karma. .. in some past birth we sow the 
seeds 

Of unfortunate actions, of evil deeds 

And in this we must reap the fruits of those deeds 

and actions... 

He believes in the old saying ; as you sow so shall you 
reap. 

Well, well, well, to tell you the blunt truth, T don’t under¬ 
stand philosophy. 

it is not philosophy but the blunt truth. It is common 
sense. 
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Dnn'i blame him., lie hasn’t any. 

Ar« ! but ibe ihouehi of the biril. of a Prince I O it 
makes (he burden lighter. 

Our brother almost takes away my breath t 

How does a prltice‘8 birth save a poor man’s death ? 

Joking apart, since his birth the King seems to feel a 
disgust tor wealth and all dial sort of thing. He ts now- 
adays always found praying to his household gods ; 
hardly ever donniug his regal robes ; indulging only in 
simple food, as we do... 

We don't indulge in simple food, we eat simple food be¬ 
cause we cannot gel anything belter. Yes, you arc right, 
(he Klog in(tulges in simple food- The King is allowed 
to indulge in anything he likes ! 

But why should he not eat .simple food, I ask ? he must 
be pretty IW up with complex meals of which he has 
bad a surfcii- Besides, he is getting old ; his bones are 
decaying and so are his teeth. A man after forty should 
not eat too much ; in fact, he ought to be satisfied with 
only one wholesome meal a day and no more. Any way, 
It is higli ‘ime the King gave up a life of luxury’and plea¬ 
sure. Besides, too, there is the Prince now for whom he 
should begin to make way. 

The Lord have mercy ! what wealth has been pouring 
in since the birth of the Prince who seems to have been 
bom under the luckiest and (be most generous of stars. 

I wonder and 1 wonder whether (hat star will be good 
enough to change ours to some extent, at least. 
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SCENE TWO 

(The curtain rites reveoUrt^ the King hoking 
cut of the winiioyi while his Messengers breathlessly 
rush in with news. It is obvious that the King Is 
most dejected and looks on at the passbig procession 
of gifts belaw.) 

MESSENGERS 

My Low} I 10 celcbrale the birth of the Prince your Ma¬ 
jesty’s neighbouring territories have sent all those gifts 
which you see passing before you like a processioo re¬ 
sembling a many-coloured rainbow... 

A hundred oxen, my Lord ! dappJed like an autumn «ky 
with clouds of copper. 

Two hundred elephants from the king’s western neigh¬ 
bour : once a bitter foe, now a real friend. 

Yes, your Majesty ! two hundred elephants from the 
Himalayan peaks. 

(£>irer Jester) 

(The Jester stands quietly by the King without a 
single word.) 

Huge and dark elephants, like clouds fresh-drawn from 
horizons struck with lightning. 

KING (to himself) 

Huge and dark, huge and dark... yet, not huger and darker 
than the thought which treads the heart-ways, night 
and day, sight and day. 
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JESTER 

What thought, my Lord ? 

KING 

Messengers, leave us awhile . l^esseiigers exit) 
KJNO 

You know it already. 

JESTER 

Yes, my Lord, I ihinlc J know; at least. 1 know I think 
and, therefore,! know 1 know., .It is the constant dread 
your Majesty feels with regard to onr Prince; the dread 
that he might some day leave the palace and disappear 
fmo the jungle. 0 Sire! it is a most unfounded and 
unkingly dread. Our Prince has royal blood in his veins ; 
and that blood will not allow him to seek the company 
of wild beasts unless it be with an excuse to aim at them 
and shoot them through the heart. Surely, you do not 
mean to tell me, Sire, that the royal descendant of the line 
of the Ikshvakus and Lord of Kapilavastu has brought 
forth something which is non-human ? (z/cA'/m h/s foot 
to make him laugh) hi hi hi ! Look, look out of the 
window and just see what's happening 1 1 can hardly 
believe my eyes,., 

COMMENTARY (on the mike) 

What horses ! 

Red-brown as hills bathed in sunlight 
Golden as sunsets 
Eyes burn lug like jewels 
What horses, 0 what horses I 
How they trot! how they neigh ! 

{Enters o h'tile feiUl^v, Chaima, who leads a young 
coll Info the chamber.) 
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JESTER 

Look at this little creature with a little creature. My Lord; 
he is twelve years old Channa, son of your charioteer ; 
and destined 1 believe to be the charioteer of your son ! 

KINO 

Why, he has a light in his eyes wlilch do not seem of the 
stables ! 

JESTER 

Yes, Sire, this little fellow does have a light in his eyes; 
he was born in a stable, so it may be said to be a light that 
is stable, hi hi hi 1 

CHANNA 

Sire, I beg leave to say that this colt was born almost at 
the same time as our Prince was born. It is, I think, 
specially born for the Prince ; and when I grow up, I beg 
leave from now to state that I hope you will decide what 
I have already decided,, .which is, myself to become the 
Prince's oharioteer. My name ts Channa. and the name 
of this coll is Kanthak. Both these names were chosen 
by my father. 

KING (stroking the coh) 

Beautiful baby-horse, isn't it ? 

JESTER. 

Might be a baby-more, for aught you know, your Majesty. 
KING 

A baby-horse or a baby-mare I what difference does it 
make, in the eod ? 
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would make a great difference to a horse . 

KINO ., . , 

Well, I think a horse n a noble animal... 

ifclna^nly is a far mere handsome animal than most 
men, my Lord I you being one of the rare exceptions.... 

O^Jesier! there is no limit to your insolence. 

I^^glad you did not call It sedition, Sire ! In this Jcing- 
dem when one speaks the truth it is usually called sedi¬ 
tion. I agree with you, finally, that a horse is a noble 
animal ; but then, so is a mare ; so are most mares with 
one exception... 

KING 

What exception ? 

JESTER 

A nighi-maro, your Majesty ! hi hi hi . 

(TTie Jesier gi>es out quite ammed with himself. 
The Kb\s is stiU seated by the window. While going 
out he takes Channa avfay, leading the coH.) 

{Enters the Prince with a white Toy Horse In his 
arms : first Hurse leads him into the chamber 
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and spr^a/fs cut a number of toys on the dafs. 
From the opposUe direction, throiifik an inner door 
enters the Queen wito quietly stands beside the 
King while they watch the Prince together, lost In 
admiration. First Nurse OJxd the Prince eel lie 
down to play.) 

KING 

Perhaps, he is a one^day guest in our home. 

QUEEN 

Perhap^s, he is ail eternal guest in the whole wide world. 

(Here a screen is drawn across the King and the 
Queen leaving the siagC'Spoce only for the Prince 
and the Nurse and other characters who conw in.) 

SECOND NURSE (coming in with a silver verse! of m//&) 
Here's miJk for the princeling . . . Lovely milk ! 

(Third Nurse enters with her child In her arms.) 

THIRD NURSE (poiruing !awards lliddhartha) 

There, you see I he is the Prince, your master. When you 
grow up . ,. 

( Siddhanha looks towards him and smiles and con¬ 
tinues to play absent-mindedly.) 

When you grow up, you will be one of his loyal and 
obedient servants, you understand ? 

(She tries to make him bend before the Prince.) 

SIDDHARTHA 
Come and play with me. 

THIRD NURSE 

Prince, he is only a servant and you are a Prince. 
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SIDDHARTHA 

We arc both of US Utilc boys. Come, let's play together. 
SECOND NURSE 

No, Prince, you must not play with u servant boy. You 
have your position to keep. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Position ? what’s that ? {hugh) funny word . . . T don’t 
understand it 

FIRST NURSE 

You will when you grow up . ,, 

THE NURSE'S CHILD 
I wnni that horse, Nfa ! 

SIDDHARTHA 

Which horse V flic black horse ? the white horse ? the 
red horse ? 

THE NURSE'S CHILD 
That one, there. 

NURSES 

No, you must not ask ... Bad boy ! 

How dare you , ,. be quiet. 

SIDDHARTHA 

He wants the red horse. Here, take it. 


FIRST NURSE 

No, no ... he shan't huve it. 
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SECOND NURSE 

You must iioi spoil the boy, Princo. He will sit on your 
bead, next. 

THIRD NURSE 

No, Prince 1 you must not get him into bad habits. 
SIDDHARTHA 

You want me to get inlo the bad habit of not giting away 
jny things ? 

THIRD NURSE 

Bul» PnjicB, it is youi* tcy . . . 

SIDDHARTHA 

That is why I am giving it away. Here, it is now his 
toy and nobody must take it away from him. {He givex 
the Child the red toy-horse). And along with the horse, 
here's a chariot, as well. What would the horse do if 
it had no chariot to draw? 

THIRD NURSE 

See what a sweet Prince we have ? you arc very naughty : 
you must never ask for toys again. I'll never bring you 
here if you do. 

(She ix about fa leave the chamber along with the 
Child when Deva Dutta enters, a bad-tempered 
cousin of the Prinec Siddhartha.) 

DEVA DUTTA 

Stop, you thief ! running away with toys from the palace. 
NURSE 

Master Deva Dutta! it is an insult to the Prince to call 
a loyal servant of his a thief... 
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DEV A DUTTA {siruggles w/iH the Chflff) 

Give back the Joy*. (Tht Child hursis into sobs) 

NURSE (rescuing ihm) 

They belong lo my child ; ihcy are giRs from your cousin, 
Siddhartha. 

DBVA DUTTA 

A servant boy, that’s what he is... a low-down servant 
boy... 

SIDDHARTHA (approaching) 

Whai's that you are saying ? 

DEVA DUTTA 

How dare you give your toys to a dirty low-bom servant 
boy ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

This little boy i$ my friend. 

NURSE 

He is my child and 1 am His mother. 1 love him as much 
as your mother loves you. 

DBVA DUTTA (d^mly) 

My mother doesn’t love me. .. and ] don’t care. 
Siddbartha, did you say that this brat was your Mend? 
Have you gone crazy 7 You who are born so high naming 
such a low-bom creature your friend ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Hi|hborn, low-born ! You say funny things. All I 
know is that we arc both little boys and, therefore, equal' 
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Go, Nurse, and let the child be happy v/jih ihe loys. 
I will give him more when he wants . .. 

{Tfiey $0 out) 

DEVA DUTTA 

Everybody laughs at you. Everybody laughs at you 
because you are so funny. Everybody says you aie not 
like us. You don’t look like a ksharriyo^ a warrior, 
and certainly you don’t behave like one. 

SIDOHARTHA 

How does a warrior behave ? 

DEVA DUTTA 

He must be a brave fighter; go to a jungle and kill every 
animal he meets. 

SiDDHARTHA {suddenly growing deeply quiet) 

Kill ? what’s that ? 

DEVA DUTl'A 

Yes, shoot an arrow at a bird or a deer, and'there t it 
ble^. 0 blood is red, red . . . and what a nice colour 
red is I isn’t it ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Kill I why, whal a mean thing you are saying, cousin 
Deva Dutta I does a warrior kill innocent animals t 

DEVA DUTTA (boastfully) 
i can kill a big elephant. 

(SidJkartha closes his eyes and seems to he lost 
in deep thought.) 
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{Deva Duna contiiniing) When 1 fifosv big Til bwak 
the head of ar elephant, a real elephant, and everybody 
will know how strong 1 am ; everybody will call me a 
rcul kshairlyo ; everybody will say : why, how differeni 
he is from his cousin Siddhartba who is a coward I What 
are you but a coward, the way you keep closing your 
eyes while 1 talk Of killing an elephant. You are afraid 1 
Siddbartha ! open your eyes; don't be nervous. See, look ) 

{Sffising I he loy-eJepkanf) Til break a real ele¬ 
phant's head like Ibis. 

(Sc saying, he smashes fhe head of the toy^eUphanl 
and feeh quite proud of himself) 

SIDDHARTHA (slowly opening his eyes.) 

What have you done, Deva Dulta ? What did this 
poor elephant do to you ? . 

DEV A DUTTA 

Poor elephant! 0 ho ho I Guniji I you coward ! 

I smashed your elephant's head only to show you how ' 
I shall smash real elephant heads when [ grow up, that's 
ail, You are not a warrior. A warrior never closes 
his eyes in four; he is always ready to wound, to hurt, 
to kUl, to make things bleed ... 

SIDDHARTHA I 

O, I see. That's what you call a warrior, do you? I 


SCENE THREE 

(The curtain-goes down and before il we see Channa 
leads Kanthak by a tether, and lalks to iu) 
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CHANNA 

And now, you mast behave nicely, you simply must, since 
t am taking you to P/ince Siddharthn. You and lie were 
born atlhe same moment ; only, he was born in a Garden 
while you were born tn a Stable. 

(Thf horse nefghs) 

Something telU me the Prince is going to like you, and 
soQiething tells me that you are also going to like the 
Prince. Blit (sadly) I hope the Prince is going to like 
me also. 

(Prince Siddhfirtha comes from the other side) 

SIDDHARTHA 

O what a fine creature ! white, pure white 1 I like you. 
little horse and I like you, too, Cbanna ! Will you be 
my friend ? 

CHANNA 

J shall always be proud to be your servant, Prince. 

SIDDHARTHA 
I want you to be my friend. 

CHANNA 
T thank you, Sir ! 

SIDDHARTHA 

Don't call me sir. Call me Siddhartha. 

CHANNA 
I dare not, Prince. 

SIDDHARTHA 

What is this creature's name ? 
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CHANNA 

Kanthak. 

SIDDHARTHA 
And yours ? 

CHANNA 

Cbanna. 

SIDDHARTHA 

And mine is Siddbartha. Call me Siddhartba. Kanihak, 
Chanoa and Siddbartha are three good friends, aren't we 
now ? 

{Btnbraccs Kanthak) 

O Channa ! if only Kanthak bad wings I 
CHANNA 

Prince, you never know. He may yet nin swifter than 
a bird ! 

{CuriaOi) 

SCENE FOUR 

{The curtain goes up oh a chamber /n the palace. 
The parrot fs inside a cage hung by a golden 
chain. The Queen is alone in the chamber.) 

PARROT 

I am hungry. T uin hungry ! 1 am hungry ! 

QUEEN {calling oui to a Maid) 

Champa 1 Champa ! 

VOICE (fiofn within) 

Queen Mother, I am coming. 
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QUEEN (to kertelf) 

This parrot seems lo have forgoiwit every other senicnce 
of late bui that dreadful sentence. 

PARROT 

I am hungry ) T am hungry I 

{EntFr Champa, the Moid) 


QUEEN 

Why has the parrot been shouting “I am Itungry, I am 
hungry” ? have you fed it ? 

CHAMPA 

Yes, indeed, your Majesty, ho has been, well !—nioie 
than well-fed, I should say. He has been iiterally overfed, 
especially since the bit th of the Prince. He cats capsicum 
as red as bis own beak and capsicum as green as his own 
plumes and still his shout continues to be sharp nnd 
pungent as a capsicum I 

QUEEN 

He seems to have become restless of late. 

CHAMPA 

Yes, your Majesty I he used to be quieiet before ; but, 
somehow, he seems to be restless now : always trying 
to peck at the bars of the cage to wear them out ; it would 
almost seem that he wanted to escape. 

QUEEN 

Escape ? ( Siddhartha enters quietly and goes tav/ards 
the cage) 

PARROT 

I am hungry 11 am hungry I 
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SIDDHARTHA (undsrly to (he parrot) 

Hungry ? Sweet bird ! I have heard you say that ever 
since I can remember. Are you always hungry ? aren t 
you fed properly ? 

[An Old Servant Maid is passing through) 

Do yon hear ? I want to know whether this bird has 
been Ted ? 

OLD SERVANT MAID (cmchely) 

Fed ? Why, Sir, it iias been more than fed ; it acem* to 
be always htingry and we are tired. Wc are fed up feeding 
it 1 

(The Servant Maid goes out.) 

SIDDHARTHA [to Champa) 

Thai poor old woman is tired. She is tired, perhaps, 
with overwork. 1 don't bUmc her. Champa, has this 
little friend of mine been fed ? 

CHAMPA 

Indeed, Master, what the old woman told you was right ; 
this parrot Is never satisfied. It always cries out : I 
am hungry, I am hungry ) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Then he Is hungry for sonielhing more than mere 
food. Mother t (to the Queen) this bird here is hungry 
for the spaces, 1 understand him so well I He is hungry 
for wide blue spaces—{/o the Parrot) am I right, sweet 
bird? 

(From below, a clear Voice rings out addressing 
the Prinee) 

VOICE 

Are you there, Prince ? Aho-ho-ho ! 
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SIDDHARTHA (sofng tc ike window) 

That is ray fricad Chanoa’s voice, for sure. How it 
rings. Aho-ho-ho I it. too» seems to hunger for wide 
blue spaces, 

I am coming, Chanua I coming I Kanihak, Chanaa and 
Siddhartha arc friends now ; they will always be friends 
and hunger together for wide blue spaces . .. 

(He go€s our) 

QUEEN 

Already he seems to prove the old Sage Asita Muni's 
prophecy I 


SCENE FIVE 

(Tkc ouriain goes down anti before its Ut up by a 
spot of lightt Siddhartha and his Guru are seen con¬ 
versing.) 

SIDDHARTHA 

I salute you, 0 Master who have taught me the science 
of weapons, tbe art of archery, You have taught me 
to aim at a lemon dangling by a fine thread and knock 
it 0^ The thread ; further, you have taught me to split 
the fine thread itself with the point of my arrow ; through 
your great guidance and grace, I have become what the 
world might even call a master-archer, 

GURU 

Yes, indeed, my Son I you have acquired mighty pro* 
hciency in the intricate science of weapons and the diHlcult 
art of archery. 


SIDDHARTHA 

Guruji! you have, indeed, taught me the art of slaying 
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uan hims^t. 


GURU ^ . 

What ia that art, my Son ! 


SIDDHARTHA _ 

Vk art of alaying the worst enemy of man -.. 


GURU 

The name of that enemy ? 

SIDDHARTHA 
Wrong desire. 


h rot Whnl youth should worry ubout ! Desire 
i$ not wrong. 


SIDDHARTHA 
Wrong desire is not right! 


BLACKOUT 


SCENE SIX 

(Thtn, after a whtU, in the fiarkness there ore 
shouTs of:) 

Open the gates ! open the gates 1 I am Deva Dutla. 

{When the stag^ is lit up we find at either corwr 
of it a Sentry Box with a Sentry in it almost falling 
off his seat while snoring heavily.) 
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VOICE (from owside) 

Open the gates, I say, or I'll open them presently myself, 
and then your heads, you iosojent nincompoops guarding 
the gates ! You do not know whal strength there is in 
me and in njy elephant, Kalagiri, Black Mountain, who 
can clear any obstacle which dares to come between me 
and my purpose. Open the gates, you asses of the 
kingdom ) 

VOICES OF MAHOUTS (offstage) 

A ho—Sentries! open the gates, the cousin of the Prince 
wishes to enter the royal grounds. You know us. I 
am the Mahout, Bahu. 

ANOTHER VOICE 

And I am the Mahout Kajal Open the gates, 

(Thers h profuse knocking ami hanging outside.) 

FIRST SENTRY (yarning, half sleepily) 

Sounds as if a storm is raging outside oirr city gates. 

SECOND SENTRY 
Who’s there ? Give the word. 

VOICE OF DEV A DUTTA (offstage) 

The word be hanged and with it may you be hanged, 
whoever you may be. Open the gates. I am the lord 
Deva Dutta. 

FIRST SENTRY {wiih a wink) To SECOND SENTRY 
Why, that's the rake and villain, Deva Dutta. 


SECOND SENTRY 

Give the word, I say ! MUDRA ! 
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MAHOUT'S VOICE (ojitoge) 

ANANOA 1 


FIRST SENTRY 

Well. tbai’sIBahu who knows 


about the word- 


mahouts voice to DBVA T>VrrA inP:cgi) 

Get off the elephant, Sire. The gates arc being opened. 
T have passed on the word. 


SENTRIES 
Pass, for all ia well 

{Bniers Deva Dutta) 


DEVA DUTTA 

All is well V 1 doubt it. 

with you or you. 


All is not well, certainly not 


SENTRIES {bowing to iVvo Ouita) 
Weloojne, young Master 


DEVA DUTTA 

You bend your heads bcaulifully. You seem to toe 
had quite enough of rehearsals and you are rer^y to bend 
your heads cn the block, which 1 shall make you do, 
you sleepy disobedieot idiots who neglect your duty. 
You just wail. You just wait. 

{He goes out) 


FIRST SENTRY 

How stupid Nature can be. Now, who on oartli can 
believe that Deva Dutta is the cousin of the Prioce 
Siddbartha ? 


A 


SECOND SENTRY 

His eyes are always red like the fire of an oven, 
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FIRST SENTRY 

What else can they be ? Nights of liquor and days of 
vagabondage, knocking about from gamblers’ dens to 
brothels 1 

SECOND SENTRY 

That Arabapali girt, notorious courtezan, haa caught 
him ID her nooac and makes him pay through the nose 
for his pleasure ( 

FIRST SENTRY 

How diffcMDt arc the eyes of the Trince Siddhartha! cool 
and kind and soft and compassionate. 

SECOND SENTRY 

If these eyes be not the eyes of a blind man 1 might say 
that the eyes of the Prince are the eyes of a god. Siddhartha 
is not a human something ; he i$ just not sometbiog what 
you may call human—you understand ? He is a god, 
a god 1 

FIRST SENTRY 

Or let me put it in a slightly diiferent way. Perhaps, so 
far the world has only had sub^humaos and Prince 
Siddhartha is the hrst Man that has come into existence. 
(TTiey laugh, otuI light their !ea/‘pipes) 

BLACKOUT 

SCENE SEVEN 

(The curtain rises on another chamber cf the royal 
palace- The King Sutidhodana Is seated i» gr<i'>e 
mood: beside him stand his hfinister. Court Poet 
and Court Jester^ 

(Enter Deva Dutta) 
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DEVA DUTTA 

My King has bade me come into his presenoe ? 
KING 

Long life be yours. I called you, Deva Du«a I 
i wish to know if you have met the Prince, 

And if 80 .1 should like to know from you 
How he behaves and what lie talks with you. 
And what you think of him. 

DEVA DUTTA 
I know not why 

Bui I urn sad. I know not what to say, 

Or, if I do, 1 know not how to say it, 

KING 

Speak. 

DEVA DUTTA 

M> Lord, the Prince is more than strange, 
lie seems not one of us. Siddhartha's eyes 
Arc always drunk with thought and far away 
As though they saw us and yet saw us not, 

As though they sought horizons far beyond 
The earth's domain. Sire, he sits alone, 

All day he sits alone and dreams and dreams. 

So like a statue made of stubborn stone, 

Channa, his only friend,—a charioteer 
His only friend, as thougli the kingdom lacked 
In higb'born friendships made of high-born meu. 
However, Sire, to cut the story short: 

He sits, the very image of a god, 

Which to a clan of warriors lilce our own 
Proves veritable insult. We are men, 

We live, we love, wc dream of wars, we build 
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Am bilious fortunes, not waste our lives away 
Jn false ascetic dreaming. 

KING 

What are you saying ? 

I shall not have Siddhanha turn a sage, 

I will not have him turn into a god, 

Not for the prophecy of any sage ( 

I’li make him burn with colour and with firo 
Afford him sights to make him ache with passions 
111 make him \tdvc the heavens and walk on earth, 
ril see to it he grows into a man, 

T’U see to that.,, Believe me. X shall see 
That no ascetic blois our Sakyu dan. 


COURT POET 

The little god of Love hath subtle ways. 

He aims the surer when his bow delays 
To speed the dan. und what a terrible dart 
The dart of love is when it wounds the heart ! 

DBVA DUTTA 

Well done, well done ! Sir! you sing like a prophet. 
MINISTER 

But he is a prophet, being a poet. 

COURT POET 

Though made of flowers Love’s dan is stronger than 
Envenomed dans man uses against man. 


MINISTER 
Well said, well said 1 
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COURT POET 

Sire. i( were easier, be it understood, 

To wrencli (he jewel from a serpoot’e hood 
Than pluck a human heart once it ie caught 
In Beauty's tangled nets with cunning wrought. 

KING 

0 Poet of Tny Court) you do uplift 
My heart B'om gloom Here is my royal gift. 

{The Minlsi^r takes one of the bags of geld from 
a tray and hands it over to the'Poet.) 

And now let me quote the words of our own Court Poet : 
A bag of gold ? But it i$ quite absurd 
In weight before a poet's precious word. 

(The Cou/'i cheers »>hife the bag is handed o^er to 
the poet.) 

COU PT POET (^owj md conilnues) 

Nay, do not grieve, my Lord I to tell you truth 
Siddhartha is young ; his body burns with youth, 
Springrime is on him now ; his flesh is kias^ 

By growing passion ; he can not resist 
That passion long. It is a passing whim, 

A phase, a mood. There’s nothiog wrong with him. 
(Loud cheering {n the Court) 

KING 

I think i understand, 

COURT POET 

Our Prince is only 
A little melancholy. He is lonely 
And now needs special company. 
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MINISTER 
It is our duty 
To see to it... 

COURT POET 

He weds ft woman’s beauty ! 

{Cheering again) 

KING 

That's just wbafs needed... 

MINISTER 
We’ve already made 
Large preparations. 

COURT POET 

It must not be delayed, 

It shall not be delayed. 

MINISTER 
Next full moon day 
There’ll be a feast. 

COURT POET 

From near and far away 

Thousands of highborn ladies will assemble 

With beauty that shall make his young heart tremble. 

JESTER 

And if the Prince should fall in love with the whole lot 
of them, he would have a harem which would be no harm ! 

KING 

Stop it. You talk and talk and talk, in season and out 
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of season. 1 assure you you will be born a pariot in your 
next birth. 

JESTER 

Not only in season and oui of season, but in reason and 
out of reason, you mean, Sire ! However, lhat*5 that. 

MINJSTBR 

We shall request the Pnnee to give away gifts and should 
he choose to choose any one among them for his bride, 
he nay do so at (he fust. 

JBSTBR 

Marriage is a funny thing, ’pon my word. It is like 
arithmetic, you see ? One and one make two, yes*— 
but it is not like arithmetic, neither ! For, after the one 
and one make two, the two become one—hi hi hi ! and 
one and one make ihrcc und four and, sometimes, a 
whole dozen I Thai's called a family. Hi hi hi [ 

KING 

O Jeatei ! you are a jackass ! 

JESTER 

The jackass will never forgive you for the insult, my King I 


SCENE EIGHT 

{The curtain goes down and before the curtain 
Elepham Keepers, ^^AHOUTS, discuss.) 

MAHOUTS 

We must get the royal elephants brushed up and ready. 
Brush up the royal elephants, scrub the chains 
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Uotil no trace of du$t or rust remains. 

Brother ! on t he wise I brush up your brains 
They need a brushing up... 

Wby all this chatter ? 

Enquire first if he has got grey matter ( 

(Laughter all rn\o%il) 

ioldng apart, the elephant of (he King is getting some* 
what laiy. Or, perhaps, it is going in for ooDtemplatioo, 
like the King himself, losing, as be is, all interest in pos*- 
sessions and processions and all that. 

1 say, it is wonderful. I tell you ! They say, that & small 
ant, \^hcn it enters the ear of an elephant, can, with a 
sting, kill the elephant. 

Very much like what a small whisper can do, and docs 
do, when it enters the ear of a big person. A whisper 
with a sting in it can kiU that person. 

Deva Dutta. that detestable cousin of that most adorable 
Prince Siddhartha, is that sort. ..a stinging am, enough, 
though, to poison and slay svith a sting a big elephant 
of personalUy... 

Aho*ho-ho I let's get ready... 

(Curtaiti) 


ACT THREE 

sce'ne”^e 

ivhite projection screen covers the 'spocc of the 
stag*!. From behind, a shadow-picture of crowds 
iining up the roadway, chariots rushing along against 
a background of structures t9hkh give us a distant 
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gfitnpse of the City of KapHa^lu. The eniire scene 
fs to be accompanied by blended sound and noise 
on ike mike: of wen and women, cheering, rattling 
of wheels, cracking of whips, gallopOig and neighing 
of horses etc. The entire sound-pattern to suggest 
great e.vdtemeiiu) 

{On the 16 mm. screen, suspended from the centre 
of the proscenium arck-frame, ore projected movie 
shots of chariots driven by joy-drunk charioteers and 
bearing beauUful ladies : this is blended with ike 
.shadow-picture md the mike sound-patterns inter¬ 
woven with xoice.^, while an Announcer announces 
with great gusto to the throbbing of his drum, and 
at the top of hts voice :) 

ANNOUNCER 

Hundreds of ladies, one more beautiful than the other, 
have been anxiously awaiting the dawning of this wonder¬ 
ful day of destiny : the feast ai (he paJace of the Ring 
Suddhodana at whichthe Prince Slddharthajt is rumoured, 
will choose his bride. The hearts of these ladiee have 
been counting (he moments with their beats ; and now, 
to the beating of my drum which increases the beating of 
those bearts> I have (he proud privilege of anuoundog 

The rushing of chariots towards the palace 
The ladies in them talking to each other 
And they have only one th«me> one only theme. 

WOMEN^S VOICES ON THE MIKE 
They say the Prince Siddhartha is more than Just wonder¬ 
ful. 

He must be, since he is descended from the Sun I The 
race of the Sun is famous for its handsome men. 
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They say his face j$ round like a moon. 

They say his face is a mirror which rejects all the great¬ 
ness of the world, the magnificence of creation, com¬ 
bined splendour of stars. 

ANNOUNCER 

And here comes the beautiful daughter of Dandapani. 
Her name is Yashodara. She is lost in deep thought; 
she does not discuss the Prince with anybody. All that 
one finds in her face, just now, is a burniog anxiety to 
reach the palace in time. Her charioteer is doing bis 
best to make speed speedier. Let us hear her and her 
charioteer: 

(V&fcfs 0)1 rhe mike) 

YASHODARA 

Charioteer ! faster !!! faster, pray,, the day wears on... 
CHARIOTEER 

Come 00, come ! speed up, you horse I 1 can run swifter 
on my two legs than you on your four ! speed up 1 don't 
you know our lady Yashodara must reach the palace in 
lime ? (clacks his longue) Now, be a horse—don't be 
an ass 1 

YASHODARA 

Why, even a snail crawls faster ! 

CHARIOTEER 

Lady, as a matter of fact, it isn’t the fault of the horse, 
believe me. The fact is that Time is running fast, so fast 
that our chariot seems to be moving slow, very slow. 
And that is what I call the logic of rime in terms of mao I 
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By man, of course, 1 a!sc mean woman, since, as the 
saying goes, man embraces woman, (laughs) 

YASHODARA 

This is hardly time for jesting. ..(then sifdden/y.sfte screams) 
0 —what on earth has happened ? (siulden it^lgh of horse) 

(On the screen we see a wheel come off and roll on 
from one end to another of the stage.) 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE TWO 

(The stage Is lU up to reveal Yashodara and her 
Charioteer with the M‘hetl that has come off ..,) 

YASHODARA 

0 what an evil day ( Whose face did T see first thing this 
morning ? 

CHARIOTEER 

As far as 1 can remember, it was mine. Lady ! Bui let 
me tell you, nothing serious has happened, really... 

YASHODARA 

The wheel of my chariot alone has come off, while the 
w heels of other chariots have gone on and .on with the 
speed of lightning. Alas ! ill-fated that t am I 

CHARIOTEER (mendit^ the wheel) 

Lady, J pray you, be noi perturbed. Let not one ruffle 
be seated on your brow, since, within a few momcDts, 
you will be sealed in your chariot again. Til set the 
wheel right before you can count ten ; and I assure you, 
you will reach Jo a most auspicious moment. We cha- 
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riotcers have a way cf saying things which come true ; 
we have a saying among its that when a wheel comes oH 
a weeding comes ofT^aiid that is pure logic, Lady, the 
logic of wheels in terms of ladies- 

YASHODARA 

You and your logic ! 1 do not think it is kind to Jest at 
this moment... 

CHARIOTEER 

( was never more in earnest, Lady, than at this moment. 
ilookUx^ across stage) Tliere’s anotlter chariot coming 
this way, O I that is the Mnce Siddhartha's notorious 
cousin, Deva Dutta. 

{Offstage Deva Duna's vcice : Stop. Charioietr. 
There's a beautiful woman in trouble. Let's go 
towards her, having our chariot behind.) 

YASHODARA 

Deva Dutla. The city calls him a cancer. 

{Enter Deva Dutta with his Charioteer) 

DEVA DUTTA 

Is. it some sort of accident. I wonder. 

DEVA DUTl'A’S CHARIOTEER 
It is going to lead to an incident, as far as 1 can make out. 
{to Yashodara's Charioteer) Why, what*S happened, 
Charioteer ? 

YASHODARA’S CHARIOTEER 

Nothing serious. A circle has come otT a straight line, 

and that is pure logic, the logic of wheels in terms of 

speed. 
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DBVA DUTTA’S CHARIOTEER 
He meaDs to say, Sir, tbat the wheel has come oft its axle 
* We charioteers have our own way of saying thlogs. 

DBVA DUTTA 

Lady, pardon me, but your charioteer seems to be very 
witty. 

YASHODARA 

I wish he were less witty ia a moment like this. 

YASHOOARA^S CHARIOTEER 
Sir, I just told the Lady not to bother. I also told her: 
when a wheel comes off a wedding comes off. That’s 
what we charioteers $&y. ..(turnUtg round to the other 
Charioteer) now, don’t we, Brother 7 

(Diva Duita laughs his sides out) 

DBVA DUTTA 

Upon my life, 1 must say you charioteers are damned 
clever. 

YASHODARA 

We are delaying, Charioteer. Wc shall be late. 

VASHODARA’S CHARIOTEER 

Better late than never, Lady, that*s the old, old maxim, 

DEVA DUTTA’S CHARIOTEER 

Better never than late, that’s a new, new proverb ! 

(An outburst of laughter on the part oftheeharlcteers 
in which Deva Dutta Jolns^ while Yashodara stands 
helpless and anxious and full of irritabxliiy^ 
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DBVA DUTTA 

1 did not know, my dear Charioteer, that you were so 
witty ! 

DEVA DUTTA’S CHARIOTEER 
Why, Sir I even our horses are witty. 

DEVA DXHTA 

Lady, r take it you were on your way to the Feast of 
Brid^Cbooain^ at the palace of the king Suddhodaoa ? 

YASHODARA 

Yes. 

DEVA DtJTTA 

But why need you go all that long way ? 

YASHODARA 

At least to catch a glimpse of the Prince Siddhajtha. 
DEVA DUTTA 

Is it not enough you have seen my face ? They say that 
I am far more attractive than the Prince around whom 
they have, in any case, woven a myth. And when I eay 
that I am more attractive, ] am merely putting it with 
some amount of humility. 

YASHODARA 

Humility does Qot seem to be your strength. 

DEVA DUTTA. 

Nor can you say it is my weakness. 

YASHODARA 

You certainly don't seem to be unaccustomed to over* 
boldness ? 
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DEVA DUTTA 

I am sorry, Lady, but may i iave the audacity and the 
honour to ofTer you a lift in my chariot ? It is waiting 
outside. I am going the way you are wanting to go. 

YASHODARA’S CHARIOTEER 
1 ajQ sorry, Sir, you stand litUe or no chance of being 
chosen as the bride of the Prince. (Laughter) 

DBVA DUTTA 

Come, now, come. Lady 1 let me be your charioteer. I 
shall drive the chariot, and my chariot will feel honoured 
to bear on its wheels such a beautiful lady as you t You 
will sit like a Princess while.... 

YASHODARA'S CHARIOTEER 

Like a Princess. What do you mean ? She is a Princess. 

YASHODARA 

You are the Prince Siddhartha’s cousin, I take it ? 

DEVA DUTTA 

Not quite. The Prince Siddhartba is a cousin of mine, 
YASHODARA 

0, well then, I am sorry for the Prince. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Sorry ? So am I. He is a weakling, a coward. 

YASHODARA 
You have no manners. 
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DEVA DUTTA (irying ic be funny) 

Manners ? manners ? why, of course, man errs. To 
err is human, to forgive is divine. I am the man who 
errs, you are the one who forgive and are, iberefore, 
divine. 

YASHODARA 

Will you please leave this spot immediately ? 

DBVA DUTTA 

Unfortunately this happens to be a public road nod it 
belongs to anybody who may want to use it. 

YASHODARA 

But not to misuse it. I wish to remind you that the road 
may be public, but I am not..., so, there I 

{Deva Duttci is obviousiy angry) 

YASHOOARA^S CHARIOTEER 
* The wheel's all right now, Lady, (lo the other Charioteer') 

I I say, your master's tongue runs fhst. hut now, I assure 
I you, our horse will run faster ! 

I BLACKOUT 


SCENE THREE 

(We resume the shadow-sc>'een picture and among 
other shadows we notice the Charioteer fixing on 
the wheel to the chariot: then it begins to mo^^e 
with Yashodara stepping into it) 

(The stage is lit up revealing Deva Dutta and his 
Charioteer In conversation.) 
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DEVA DU7TA 

She was as lovely as water in the dawn, but sharp as the 
lightning of a mossooQ-burat I 

CHARIOTEER 

She is the daoghter of Daadapani of the Sakya Clan : 
Yashodara. 

CHARIOTEER 

Yashodara 1 Was that Yashodara ? Well, well* well, 
she is a cousin of mine. That explains it. 

CHARIOTEER 
Explains what. Sit 7 

DEVA DUTTA 

Your dull-witiedness. I meant, Stupid, that her being 
my cousin explains the beauty she bears. Yet, what 
aRer all is relationship ? A figment, a mere superstition. 
It can be changed as easily as a garment. 

CHARIOTEER 

1 beg to suggest. Sir, and 1 hope to be excused if 1 sound 
insolent, I beg to suggest that your tongue is clever but 
not wise. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Better than its bung wise and not clever, as they seem to 
think Siddbartha’s tongue is. Personally, 1 prefer being 
clever to being wise. Wisdom, again, is a superstition. 
Come, come. The feast will be a real feast now that 
Yashodara will glow like a ripe moon over the horizon 
of heads of women less beautiihl than she, yet beautiful 
withal. Let us overtake them... 
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CHARIOTEER 

Sii, sometimes, when a m&Q uies to overtake another 
mao, it happens that some other man has to undertake 
him I 

{Inordinate iaughter) 

DEVA DUTTA 

Doo*t you bother. I am destined to live longer than the 
Prince and our chariot will certainly reach the palace, in 
any case. 

CHARIOTEER 

But, Sir, the feast is only for ladies. You may not be 
allowed to enter the palace. And even should you be, 
you would look like a fish out of water there. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Among ladies, you mean ? You don't know me, then 1 
CHARIOTEER 

Sorry, Sir, I forgot for a while how at home you were 
in the company of the fair sex. 

DEVA DUTTA 

1'bc unfair sex, you mean. 

CHARJ<>rEER 

Prince Siddhartha, they say, doesn't even so much as 
look at women. 

DEVA DUTTA (seorn/^Iy) 

Nothing strange. He is not a mao. 

CHARIOTEER 

You are right, Master. Everybody says that he is sot a 
man. 
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DEVA DUTTA {pUased bcycnd measure) 

Is that so ? Woll, what do they say ? 

CHARIOTEER 

That he is aot a man, but :i god \ 

BLACKOUT 

{The rumble cf wheels and the cracking of whips 
and the junible of 'voices continue and sio'wly fade 
out.) 


SCENE FOUR 

{The curtain $oe5 up on a hail i/i the palace, 
todies seated in tiaras. At one corner of the kali 
a group of men tncluding Deva Dutta 'who seems to 
eye the beautiful loflies greedily. At vantage point 
the Prince Siddhartiui is seated giving away gifts 
to ike ladies who approach his royal seat with great 
Iretnour and exoitemenU One after another they 
receive gifts and go back lo their places.) 

{The Minister and the Court Poet are seated close 
to the Prince. iVhiU the gifts are being given an 
Announcer announces the gift.) 

ANNOUNCER 

The Prince now presents a jewelled tan. And now, an 
enameUed casket. And now, a ninc-gemmed mirror... 
the last ^i. {there is a furore since Yashodara enters 
flushed and excited) 

ANNOUNCER {continues) Over a hundred gifts have 
already been given away, and here comes the daughter 
of the Sakya CUn. 
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DEVA DUTTA 

But stleis ! too lalo I (u Uttering among the leidles who are 
happy about ft.) 

ANNOUNCER 
Better late tbao never! 

ONE WOMAN (mockingly) 

She has come very early to tbe feast, basnH she ? 

ANOTHER 
Hasn’t sbe ? (titter) 

ANOTHER 

She imagined tbe prince would await her arrival before 
starting the distribution of gifts ) How stupid i 

ANOTHER 

The Prince, in any case, has mentally chosen me. 1 
could half see it in his eyes. 

ANOTHER 

O ! 1 don’t know ! He looked at me as if be were sure 
that his stars tallied with mine. 

(tVkispering and littering ecniinue) 

YASHODARA (rushing up to the Prince) 

0 Prince, Prince ! it wasn't my fault that 1 was late. 

Tbe wheel of my chariot came off. 

SIDDHARTHA (gases into her eyes for a long while.) 
Calm yourself. It is all right. Alas I I seem to have 
^veo away all the gifts. ..already. 
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YASHODARA 

Nothing left for me V {the group of women titter and laugh) 

ONE WOMAN TO ANOTHER 
Tears won*t make pearls. 

ANOTHER 

She is trying the old technique of a woman : to win over 
with tears. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Why do you weep ? You should be happy. 
YASHODARA 

Happy ? alas i Sire, you want me to be happy at my 
misfortune ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

i want you to be happy at your good fortune. 
YASHODARA 

is it good fortune to arrive after all the gifts have been 
given away ? 

SIDDUARIUA 

Here is a special for you, straight from the heart, and 
not from the listed gifu; for the feast. 


{Unfastening a pearl-neeklaee from his own neck 
he gently fasiens it round Yashoddra's; there 
Is Q bustle in the kail. The crowds are left wondering 
as to what has really happened. The women are 
obviously wild and hot with anger and envy.) 
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DBVA DUTTA {biting his lip) 

Siddhnrtba is mad if he thinks he is going to win Yasho* 
dara for his bride. X'U show him. Vl\ show him. Cheat, 
coward, weakling! 

ONE WOMAN 

What ? what has happened ? But she came last. 
ANOTHER 

And we have become least. 


ANOTHER {conumpiudusly) 

Pooh, pearl-chain ! pearls are most unlucky. Good ! 
let her suiTer. Who wants to suffer in the shadow of a 
strange, half-sleepy, half-crazy Prince like him 7 

YASHODARA (wAo has bten lying almost prosUate with 
ncstagy at the Prince's feet) 

^ince, 1 have nothing to offer in exchange. 

COURT POET {to Minister) 

Did you mark his words ? straight froirt the bear!, he 
said. ..the Prioca said. So, be has chosen her, it would 
seem beyond a doubt.... 

MINISTER {Ui a whisper to Sfddhariha) 

Have you chosen her, Prince ? 

SIDDHARTHA {caimly) 

I have chosen her. 


VOICES 

Who is she ? We want to know who she is- Tell us, 
who she is. We ask, who is she 7 
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MINISTER {to Yashofiara) 

May we Jcno>v your name, please V 

YASHODARA 

Yashcdara. 

MINISTER 
Yasb<>dara I 

VOICES {expressing different views) 

Yashoriara I The famous Yasliodara who is hardly 
seen by any one ! "Wc have beea' hearing of her. She 
is as rare as a festive moon. She hardly comes out of 
her mansion. She is a Princess herself, Yashodara. 
No wonder. Pooh \ she is not half so beautiful as rum¬ 
our used to make out. Distance lends a lot of enchant¬ 
ment to people and things. 

MINISTER 

Announcer ! announce. The lady Yashodara has been 
chosen by the Prince Siddhartha. 

ANNOUNCER 

The lady Yashodara bas been chosen by the Prince 
Siddhartha. 

{A sudden hiaring of dioid\d)hls, hud seclawation 
both inside the hall as tveli as outage. Slowly the 
women get up and leave their seals, obviously de¬ 
eded, The crowds disperse. Only jOeva Dutta 
is left behind. He comes forward after Sid^artha 
leaves. When the hall is absolute^ empty, Deva 
Duita occupies the centre of the stage and boastfully 
speaks.) 
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DEVA DUTTA 

I'll show him yet 1 If 1 am a kshairiya, a warrior, I’ll 
show him yei. He will walk over my corpse before he 
wins Vashodara for his wife. But the chances are that 
J shall walk over his corpse and make Yashodara my 
bride. 


{Before xhe currain the Mimouncer passes by an- 
noimcing to the beat of Ms drum.) 

ANNOUNCER 

ThePrinceSiddhartbahas chosen Yashodara, the beautiful 
daughter of Daodapani of the Sakya Clan. Marriage 
celebrations will soon be announced and all the subjects 
of the kingdom shall be fed and gifts distributed by the 
Prince. 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE FIVE 

(The curtain rises on a room in Dandapani's House. 
Bandapam is seated amidst friends, mostly old men 
who are kis great admirers.) 

DANDAPANl 

That is called fortune : the Prince, to have rejected a 
hundred lovely ladies who gathered at the feast, and to 
have chosen my daughter, Yashodara, even in spite of her 
having reached when the feast was almost about to end. 

AN OLD MAN 

And yet, fools don*t believe in planets and horoscopes I 
(Enter an Elderly Man) 
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ELDERLY MAN 

Sir, the cousin of Priuco Siddhartha, Deva Dutta by 
oame, desires audience with my master, Dandapani. 

DANDAPANJ! 

Give him warn welcome. (/As ElMy Man goes out) 
iTwning to ids friends) 

Dova Dutta ! why I be is related to us, This is the first 
lime be ealU on me ; come to offer congratulations I 
suppose. * 

(.Enter Deva Dund) 

DEVA DUTTA 

Allow me to bow humbly before a great warrior. 
DANDAPANJ 

What, may I ask, brings you to our humble abode, Deva 
Dutta 7 


DEVA DUTTA 

It is sometimes refreshiog to pay one’s respects to an 
aulhemic warrior such as you are, Sire ! 


DANDAPANJ 

Jt is most refreshiug to hear such high comniimenf from 
one so young a$ you to one so old as I. TcH me 
IS thw aught else in your mind which has brought you 
here ? You—you come to congratulate me ? 


DEVA DUTTA 

Yes, indeed I I think it is the greaiest news of the centunf 
that your fair daughter, the daughter of a celebrated 

® warrior like you. has been chosen by 
the Prince Siddhartha. ^ 
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DANDAPANI 

The Prince Siddbartha, too, is a kshatriyd. 

DBVA DUTTA 

O yes. Indeed—I was forgetdog. He is a kshatriya— 
by birth, if that is what you mean, and yet, {bugging his 
shoulders) well,—the less said about it and him—the 
better. However, my congratulations I 

DANDAPANI 

Half-hearted congratulations, 1 notice. I don't get you. 
DBVA DUTTA 

Nor would the Prince get Yasbodam if only you knew 
what a coward he was 1 

MEN 

What does he say ? 

Coward ? 

Prince Siddhartha, a coward ?. Incredible. 

And yet, who knows ? He may be right, for aught we 
know. 

He ought to know his courin better. 

DANDAPANI 
Coward? Strange ! 

DBVA DUTTA 

He is nervous of the arrow; trembles to bold a sword; 
can’t stand the smell of blood; turns his Ihce away from 
the hunt and spends hours and houn with closed eyes, as 
though he were blind.. .which T think he is. I may be 
wrong—but 1 suppose it has been our custom to see to 
it that our women are married to warriors and not to 
cowards. Is that not so, Sire ? 
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(DaiKfapanl art^hh Prffnds nod thefr heads in assent) 
Warriors who do not wince at wounds. But, {tontng 
dowTt) it is crass impudence for me to tell you what you 
know so well already. 

AN OLD MAN 
1 think he speaks wisely, 

ANOTHER 

Old in experieoce though young to look at. 

ANOTHER 

Old wisdom on young shoulders. Very very sensible, 
wbat he says, 

DEVA DUTTA 

r crave your pardon, Sire, if I have offeoded you.... 

DANDAPANJ 
Offended ? why.... 

AN OLD MAN 

On the other band, you have only put our friend on bis 
guard. And that is service rendered by a young warrior 
to an old warrior. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Big words don't suit a small mouth like mine. Sire. 
DANDAPANI 

While 1 agree with you, Deva Dutta ! 1 still must confess 
to being in a quandary. It is too late now to retract. 
The day of the betrothal is almost about to be settled 
and now to go back would seem^-welJ, to say the leaai, 
an act of cowardice, a thing most hateful to our clan. 
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He is quite right. It is a problem. 
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ANOTHER 

A problem which seems impossible of solution. 
DANDAPANI 

1 caonot, in any case, go against the decision of King 
Suddbodaoa. 

DEVA DtrtTA 

You will not need to go against the royal decision if only 
you will consent to abide by my plan. 

DANDAPANI 

You have a plan ? Let us hear. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Tell the king that Yashodara will be glad, and you might 
odd, proud to accept the hand of the Prince if, before the 
world, he prove worthy of her hand ; for which purpose, 
tell him, a tournament should be arranged for young 
warriors. And so, a tournament will be arranged and 
we shall ail of us join in the contest and he who wins the 
tournament shall win her. 

AN ELDERLY MAN 

Brilliant plan. Why, he does have old wisdom on young 
shoulders. 

AN OLD MAN 

I told you he bad, I am acquainted with human nature. 
ANOTHER 

The idea itself is worth ten thousand ruyarnor. 
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DEVA DUTTA 

It would not sewn out of placo, would it, thi$ very small 
request ? It suits ss n prelude to the matching of Beauty 
with Strength. 

DANDAPANX 

The King could have no objection whatsoever to such 
an idea. It would be entirely according to old custom. 

MEN 

Indeed, you arc ri^t. 

It is justifable. 

It should be done. You cannot take anytbiug for granu 
ed; especially, the mettle of a warrior. 

It is according to old custom. 


SCENE SIX 

(As the eunain comes <hwi. ZWvj Duua steps in 
front of it and soliloquizes.) 

DEVA DUTTA 

A Prince’s heart may be broken with impunity, but never, 
never an old custom ! {He goes out. In front of tka curtain 
appear Cotton Gtnners, including one Fat Woman; they 
set iHeir ginning iiutrumanls before them and while ginning 
break into sing song to the rhythmic throb of the ginning 
instrumental 

FAT WOMAN 

Make a large, cosy, rosy, luscious, precious, d^idous, 
alluring, enduring, attractive and active comfortable bed 
for tbe brrde and the bridegroom. 
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GINNER (laughs) 

Largd and wann 

ANOTHER 
Cosy and rosy 

ANOTHER. 

All\]hiig> enduring, attractive and active.... 

ANOTHER 

Well, she, in any case, does not answer to any of these 
qualities. 

GINNER 

Comfortable bed...O yes, that's what she could bet 
(laughter all round) 

(Eruer Announcer) 

ANNOUNCER 

This is to announce that a toumameoC is bdeg arranged 
for young warriors according to old custom. The mar¬ 
riage celebrations of the Prince Siddharthaand Yashodara, 
the beautiful daughter of Dandapaoi, the Warrior, have 
been postponed by a fortnight. 

(Beats on the drum and goes out) 

GINNERS (w one another) 

I fear we have started to make the marriage bed too early. 
Does It mean that he who wins at the toumaroent wins 
the lady Yashodara? 

There is some snag in this postponement. 

The Prince Siddhartha still stands a chance of losing her. 
Rubbish. You will see- He will edn. Hia calmness 
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is his sifcngth. Other young warriors brag a g^t deal. 
Pride goes before a fall. Boast cooks its own liver. 


SCENE SEVEN 

{The curtain rises on a Tavern: old furniture, 

old armoury on the wall, oven on ivAfcA legs of 
mutton arc being roasted, etc. A nondescript 
groi^ of men. Some are already drunk and tipsy. 
0ns Man is so drunk that he is dead asleep and 
snoring.) 

A TIPSY FELLOW 
Look at our brother.... 

ANOTHER 

Not just look at him. Hear him. The way he snores! 
Enough 10 drive out a whole host of enemies if they dare 
attack the kingdom of our generous king! 

TAVERN KEEPER 

If ever you think that it is time to finish thinking 
The only way I suggest is by heavy drinking. 

{Pointing to the dead drunken fellow whom he fs 
trying to lug info a conter, draggutg him by his leg.) 

A TIPSY FELLOW 

Great is the joy of liquor, there’s no joy greater. 
ANOTHER 

It is only when I drink and get drunk I believe in some 
sort of Creator! 
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ANOTHER 

A drink*bou5e» believe me, is tbe only sensible institution. 
Do you agree? 

ANOTHER 

Indeed, 1 do. Tbe bead j$ revolved here 

And many a knotty problem seems to be solved here. 

And-a drink-house Is really a House of Revolution I 

(pointing 10 his hsatl) 

VOICES (in excitement) 

Here comes our favourite friend and preceptor: Deva 
Dutta. 

Long live Deva Dutta. He !s the best thing God created. 
Fool, God doesn't exist. Only tbe devil does. He is 
powerful. And to be created by such a One means 
to be a powerful creature. 

Long live Deva Dutta. What a handsome man. Young? 
Why, he is the meaning of youth if anything at all is any¬ 
where and at any time. Day by day he grows handsomer 
and handsomer. Look at his upper lip-streak of mous¬ 
tache! Looks as if be might be an important actor in 
some Touring Theatrical Company. 

{£nier Deva Dutta) 

DEVA DUTTA 
To everybody, my salutations! 

ONE FELLOW 

Welcome, Deva Dutta, Cousin of the Prince Siddhartha. 
ANOTHER 

Welcome 0 Warrior! Cousin of a Coward! (laughter 
all round. The entire Tavern is now very merry and hilarious.) 
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DEVA DUTTA 

Ig Sionour of my scvcniccnth birthday which happens to 
be marVed by this day, 1 stand aU of you preseot here 
drinks, drinks, drinks . . 

ONE FELLOW 

Sorry those who are not present have missed the chance. 
DEVA DUTTA 

Tavern Keeper ! Master of Liquor Kegs t let the bowl 
go round. 

VOICES (tn great excitement) 

Bless you, bless you. What a generous soul I 
Like a cloud wlich scatters showers of silver. 

And on all alike, without any distinction or preference. 

(The Tavern Servants rake the ^/nks rounef) 

A TIPSY FELLOW (between hiccoughs) 

This is to the health of our young warrior, member of the 
royal line, Siddbanba's cousin, so unlike Siddharbta... 
to his health ! 

ANOTHER 

Drink to another's health and min your own... (hughter) 
TAVERN KEEPER 

Drink makes a fool a wise man and a wise man a fool. 
DEVA DUTTA 

Well, what are you betting on today 7 
A VOICE 

On tomorrow’s tournament. 

(Ajnbapatl enters unnoticed and stands in the back¬ 
ground.) 
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A TIPSY FELLOW 

i lay a wager that our Dtva Dutta will win it and whli 
it the band of the beautiful Yashodara. 

A VOICE 

O hush. Here she comes, half angel, haJf-Honess, 
ANOTHER 

She is like a net out to catch us fish. 

A pot of honey she is ; we are the flica gathered to settle 
round her. 

She is a seipent and we are the frogs. 

(He iniitaies the croaking of a frog) 

ALL TOGETHER 

Ambapali ! the only Ambapali in the world ! 

AMBAPAU (coming forward sits on a high seat and 
then, stretching forth her right foot, addresses Deva 
DuUd) 

Come, kiss it, Deva Dutta. 

DEV A DUTTA (hungrily clutching her foot and kissing U) 
O what an exquisite foot ! Like a lotus. 

A TIPSY FELLOW 
Not when it kicks. 

DEVA DUTTA 

We were just talking about you. 

AMBAPALI 

About me ? 1$ that so ? I heard another name men¬ 
tioned hero. And who, may I ask, is this Yashodara ? 
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A CLEVER FELLOW 

It is tbe name our frieod E)eva Duita has given to hU 
Q«w garden. 

AMBAPALI 

A new garden ? planted overnight, 1 suppose ? 

TAVERN KEEPER 

Bought at a big price about a week ago. 

AMBAPAU 

It Is a miracle that lie still bad something left over after 
squandering whatever wealth he had. Well, well, your 
brotherhood seems very veryincrry this rooming. 

ONE FELLOW 

Because we have been talking of you, only of you this 
whole morning through, 

AMBAPALI 

You should be taxed each time you take my name or 
even so much as breathe it. 

DEVA DUTTA 

O precious Courtezan 1 well said. In fact, men should 
offer your feet suvarnas each time they even so much as 
catch a gUmpse of you ; acotber lot cf suvarnas each 
time they hear you speak ; and yet another lot of suvarnos 
when they smell the maddening fragrance of your hair ! 
close to her to sniff, bui he is repulsed poUiely) 

A TIPSY FELLOW 

Priocess of our Tavern 1 tomorrow there is to be a tour¬ 
nament. 
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AMBAPAU 
A tournament 7 

ONE FELLOW 

Yes, a tournament. Deva Dutia will bo one of the 
competitors. 

AMBAPALI 

Competitors 7 For what 7 For whom 7 Not for me, 
surely 7 

TAVERN KEEPER 

O no, no., .it is only to prove to the world, once and for 
all, what a real warrior be i$. 

AMBAPALI {tnocklnsl)^ 

O Warrior I wonderful Warrior I who loves to kiss my 
foot! 

A VOICE 

If only to prove there is one Deva Dutta in the world, he 
will compete in tlw tournament tomonow. 

TAVERN KEEPER 

Only one Deva Dulta who is head over heels in love 
with the only—the one and only—AmbapaU I 

VOICES {cheerhig lustHy) 

Long live Ambapali I Long live Ambapali I 

AMBAPALI 

What a curse you have pronounced. You should not 
have shouted '‘Long Uve Ambapali”. It makes no sensee. 
You should instead have shouted “May Ambapali have 
youth forever I May her hair always be black I” 
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A TIPSY FELLOW 

Kever $ay die! But use dye all the same when the hair 
grows white, and it always looks black. Why bother? 

ANOTHER 

Joking apart, let me tell you, I have heard a strange thiiig. 
I have beard that even the ICIng and the Queen of this 
kiogdom, parents of the Pnnee Siddhartba, have actually 
begun to dye tbeir bait. 

VOICE 

Dye ibeir bair { Have you heard fictioo more ficlidous 
than that? 

DEVA DUTTA 

It is a fact that fact is stranger than fiction. I have seen 
them do it, it is to protect the eyes of the Prince from 
eights of old age aud decay. Tbat’8 what we axe told. 
O ho ho I 

(X-ovd laughter an all sides) 

They want the Prince to be surrounded with beauty that 
never fades and youth that never alters and, hence, false* 
hood of deepest dye ! The Kiog has given strict orders 
that nobody who is old and decrepit, and no one who is 
dead, in the bargain, should be allowed to appear before 
our Prince, the warrior—O ho ho! (The whole tavern 
spills with faugh fer) 

ONE FELLOW 

The coward ! For what else is a roan who cannot face 
the facts of life and death 7 

ANOTHER 

Death is the only fact of life. 
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AMBAPAU 

Wail, wait (she holds her sides which are splinisig with 
laughter). 0, O—I choke. Never heard of such a 
ridiculous propositiou in all my life. So, help me, God 
of the starry heavens ! grant me beauty that never 
passes; blackness of tresses which never turns white; 
eternal power to make men reel and rave before my feet 
scented with musk and painted with henna; grant me the 
moment when I shall be able to cure the cowardly Prince 
of jangled nerves and nature which is one long nightmare 1 

ALL TOGETHER 

May your prayers be answered 1 

DHVA DUTTA 

They shall be answered. They must be answered. I'U ' 
see that they are answered, Or else, Pll smash the heads 
of the gods, I will,.. 

AMBAPALI 

What lunatics yon men are t What dogs you become 
once you begin to dog a woman like me. And how 
proud, in the bargain, you seem of your doghood. 
(laughter all round) 

DEVA DUTTA 

Even abuses from your lips seem to drop like honey from 
a hive of bees. You are not a woman, O Angel 1 You 
are an angel, O Woman I 

AMBAPALI (once again stretching her foot) 

Come, kiss my foot again- Do you like my feet? 

DEVA DUTTA (hungrily cJaspirig it) 

Like your feet ? What a question 1 (kisses the foot) 
Thai’s the only answer 1 
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AMBAPALT 

Do yoii see ? Tbe strong Iiero of tomorrow's tourna¬ 
ment! How be obeys me» like a weakling without a will 
of his own. See ? 

A VOICE 

It is so silly to be so silly about such a silly thing as a 
raere^womanl 

ANOTHER 

Yes, Brother! It is easy to say that. But once the net 
is spread and the fish is caught, it can't get out. Well, 
that is life. 

AMBAPAU 
That is death! 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE EIGHT 

(In (he darkness tke auj/ence Ifsiens in' to a com~ 
mentd/y cn the lournanicni i/i progress. Immense 
buss of crowds and ouibursis of cheering off and on.) 

VOICES 

Look, look! look at that wonderful hero, Siddhaitha, on 
whom the women of Kapilavastu have gone daft) See 
how his hands tremble! 

You are right, Deva Dutta. His hands are trembling 
Like branch^ caught in a bla^ Do you see how his Ups 
twitch? 

Dke a squirrel's, thirty twitches to a second! 

He can’t cancel the impression I have already made on 
the populace, cau be ? 
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Not at all, Deva Dutta. Your borsemanship, your 
archery, your breaking of the metal hoop, your sword- 
feats.. . 

Well, sometimes a black sheep is born axnoog the white. 
A coward is sometimes bom in a home of warriors. A 
Siddhartba is sometimes born as a cousin of Deva Dutta! 

(Suddenly, there is a mighty cheering from the 
crowds. There is hardly any doubt left that 
Siddhartha has made a tremendous mark at the 
tournament.) 

CHEERING CROWDS 
Siddhartha is the hero of the dayl 

Siddhartha, the great Prince, isthe hero of the tournament! 
He has scored more points than all the other young 
warriors who imagined they were superior to him in 
prowess! Long live Siddhartha! 

WOMEN’S VOICES 

0! Yashodara will now be his bride. 

Siddharlba, the Prince, has won the tournament, and now 
Yashodara will win the Prince Siddhartha. 

(An Immense confusion of voices, excited beyond 
measure ; blowing of conches and of dtmdubhis. 
Shouts of''Siddhartha has won. Siddhartha is the 
whiner of the tournament. Siddhartha! Siddhartha!) 

(The stage is lit up revealing) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Deva Dutta, remember ! A warrior is not one who 
just wields ^e sword or speeds a dart or rides proudly 
on a praocer performing breath-taking feats of strength : 
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not merely do these make a wanior. No, no! Deva Duttal 
he is not a warrior who inirigucs against others ; he is 
QOt a warrior w^ose blood craves for the blood of others. 
The tme warrior can and does perform great feats when 
the time comes» but he hides his powers under a constant 
and simple humility. He does not boast of them before 
men. He does not brook bravado in his behaviour or 
attitude, Boast and brag are the sure signs of cowardice, 
not of heroism as you seem to think, The true warrior 
is tender and compassionate ; he is brimful of love and 
undemanding : true marks of heroism. Therefore, 
understand, Deva Dutta I that killing is not the sign of 
warriorhood ; but, on the other hand saving, rescuing, 
comforting hiin who may come face to face with doom 
and death. 

DEVA DUTTA 

You do not tided to teach me the business of a warrior. 
It is like on ass trying to teach a Hon his business. 

Yasitodara wUk a chain cf simple /lowers) 
YASHODARA 

Here, my Prince, ia exchange for your necklace of pearl, 
1 bring to you with trembling hands and heart over* 
whelmed with joy and gratefulness, this simple chain of 
flowers. Accept it, pray, and with it—me I 

{Siddhariha gentiy takes the chain of flowers and 
looks straight into her eyes in silence) 

DEVA DUTTA (biting his lips) 

A ebaiu of flowers ! A twisted rope, poor fool 1 He'll 
be hanged yet, 1 lay a wageT'^he will 1 

(Enter Yashodara's Charioteer) 
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CHARIOTEER 

I hop© you do not mind my presence for a moment, 
Lady ! 

YASHODARA 

Not at aU, not at all. Have you anything urgent to say ? 
CHARIOTEER 

Only this, Lady. Do you remember what I told you 
when the wheel of the chariot came off the other day, the 
day of the feast ? 

YASHODARA 

I don’t, When the wheel came off ? O yes, yes I I do 
remember one of the wheels of our chariot did come off 
when we were on our way to the feast. What did you 
say ? 

CHARIOTEER 

1 said, Lady 1 I said : when a wheel comas off a wedding 
comes off. 

YASHODARA 
And you were right 1 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE NINE 

(pn}y tht Announcer is lit up by a circle of light.) 

ANNOUNCER (beatify on his drum) 

The marriage celebrations of the Prince Siddhartha and 
Yashodara, the daughter of Dandapani of the Sakya 
Qan, have been fixed for the tenth day from this day. 
Forty thousand will be fed and clothed in the poor quar- 
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tArs of Ibe dty. Await th® tappy day. the proud day, 
the day of rejoicing, one and ail 1 [bcoting on his drum 
whUe the light fades out gradiuUy and the curiOin rises.) 


SCENE TEN 

(The ctiriain rises reveellng a quia chamber, ne 
parrot is seen again Inside the cage which hangs by 
a chain from ihg ceUing.) 


PARROT 

1 am bangty 1 I hungry . 

SIDDHARTHA (seated alone, last in thought speaks 
slowly, to himself) 

You ate hungry, poor bird ! So am 1, so am I I 

(^Emer Yasliadara who, approaching, bends over 
him with great tenderness and *vorto«.) 


YASHODARA 

A kingdom for your thou^is. Pnnee, what are you 
thinking 1 What are you looking at, across space and 
time as it were 7 


STDDHARTHA 
Nothing. Nothing at all. 

r 

YASHODARA 

Come, shall we retire 7 Come into our apartment, 
Prince. 


SIDPHARTHA. ... 

Later, later., .yes, later, perhaps. Do you mina i 
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YASHODARA 

I would like to share your thoughts. Tell me, what are 
you thinking about ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

I was just ihinldng about your chain of flowers. 

YASHODARA 
My chain of flowers ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Yes, and wondering whether it may not, some day, change 
into a chain of fire. Perchance your gift of flowers may 
•turn out to bo a gift of adamantine fetters in the end. 

YASHODARA 

You have already begun to look upon my love as a fetter. 
SIDDHARTHA 

Not so, not so. I only tremble to think that I may lose 
myself in your love and forget the world of humanity 
which is in such deep suffering and needs to be helped. 

YASHODARA 

All humanity loves you, Prince. It can never forget you. 
SIDDHARTHA 

Greater, then, would be the pity if 1 should forget hu¬ 
manity and it should remember me. Yet, in reality, 
people do not love me ; they love the wealth of which I 
am the symbol. Hundreds of vassals fold their palms 
before my wealth, not before me. Who, 1 ask, would 
have cared for me had 1 not possessed wealth ? 
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YASHODARA 

I ( to D5® you arc tb,o only wcaUh in the world. 
SIDDHARTHA 

You are not tlie people whom we have made uncocacious 
dattcTCTs. You are well, only the other side of me ; 
perhaps, tlic true side of me. There is no devotion in 
the love and respect the populace gives me. It is 
cascniJally enslaved by the show of my wealth, the pomp 
of my kingdom. And I ? “What, in the end, am I t 
The living symbol of that very enslavement in which I 
have bound them to my feet ? I have considered myself 
a master while being a slave all the time. 

YASHODARA 

What are you saying, Prince ? 

STDDHARTHA 

Yes, yes, all I am saying is true. And all this show of 
falsehood 1 must support, before the eyes of the world, 
with a pose which deedves the credulous. I have sur¬ 
rounded myself with countless slaves, mere puppets of 
clay with no will of their own. 0 shameful, most shame¬ 
ful when one crushes the will of another. I, a man, fool 
all men when I fool myself. You call this life, Princess ( 
this hollow, fhaitless, meaningless round of day-today 
existence based on crass and unblushing falsehood ? 
You call it life 7 No. 1 am not merely a liar. 1 am a 
great big Uving lie... ail the time, all the time. 

YASHODARA 

What are you saying 7 If you be a He then where, io the 
whole wide world, is there any place for truth 7 (breaking 
into a sob) Alas, my Lord, 1 I am losing you; love... 
so soon, so soon I It is hardly a few months since I 
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became yours. I fear I may lose you ; and at this lime, 
my Lord, you know... when a new life is about to happen 
in our home ; a Uttle wonderful miracle, a litile bright 
torch which makes itself felt in my womb- 

SIDDHARTHA 

If, by losing me, you find youweJf, you will have found 
that which is the only thing worth finding ; and, finding 
which, you wili truly find me, the real me whom you can 
never lose, Princess, 


YASHODAKA 

Come, come... this bond of love shall not break. Tell 
me it will never break, Tell me this but once, only once 
... tell me. 


SIDDHARTHA 

The bond of our love shall never break, my Beloved, but 
the bondage of ignorance shaJi be broken. I cannot 
stand it any longer. The bondage of ignorance is a 
terrible bondage ; it hurls the bond of love, 

YASHODARA 

Your heart is clouded, Prince. That cloud shall pass. 
No stone sbaU be left unturned to gladden your life • 
your time shall resound and shine with a cataract of 
music and colour ; your life shall find complete fulfilment, 
(cails &ut to her Servant-Maid) Mallika I Mallika I 

{Enter MaUlka) 

MALLIKA 
Lady, did you call? 
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YASHODARA 
I did. 

(MaUika t^oiicing Ou Fnnce prostrates before Wm) 
SIDDHAETHA 

1 should like, once &nd for all, to request you and aJJ of 
you who are known as servants in our palace,—man- 
slave. woman^sJave—all, all, to refrain from bending 
before rat. No one was bom to bend before another. 

MALUKA 

The commaod of our great Friflce shall be obeyed. 
SIDDHARTHA 

It is not a command. It is merely a request, the request 
of one human being to another. That’s all. (So sayJngt 
he sJowJy walks out.) 

YASHODARA 

MalHka, have all arrangements been made in the Palace 
of Pleasure: musicians, dancers, acrobats ? Are they 
prepared with enteriainment for the Prince ? ‘What 
about the flowers, perfUme, iacense-gum ? 

MALUKA 

Lady, everything is ready. The musicians and tbc dancers 
are busy rehearsing night and day ; the acrobats, too. 
May I have your leave to go now. Lady ? 

YASHODARA 

Yes. 

(Mallika bends before her) 

Whai did the Prince just tell you ? Not to bend again 
before anybody. 
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MALLIKA 

Pardon me, it is an old, old habit coming down through 
generations. You know how strong an old habit is. 
Lady, and how weak we are. 


BLACKOUT 

ijhe curtain ^oes In the darkness, music 

and the sound of bells is heard. The curtain, after 
a while, slcwly rises on:) 


SCENE ELEVEN 

(A rehearsal room. An Elderly woman is seen 
instructing young dancers tn the art of dance. Two 
or three palace ser'^nts look on.) 

ELDERLY WOMAN 

And now. Girls 1 you must forget that you are just mere 
dancers ; you are not only human creatures but powers 
tlxat can allure. You must feel and become what you 
dance, and then ulone you will be able to attract and hold. 
You, MaUti, are to do a serpent dance this morning, 
Now, look } Ibis is the way, Look ! let your arms 
twine and twist and writhe and wreathe, thus ., and sud¬ 
denly make the heart of the Prince mad with enchant¬ 
ment; hypnotize him with your coiling boiling limbs... 
you get me ? You must be the last word on siouousness, 
voluptuousness. Malaii, axe you ready ? 

A GIRL 

1 will twine round his heart like a serpent; but he has the 
power of changing a serpent into a creeper 1 
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ELDERLY WOMAN 

Aod you, Pushpavali, are to dance the dance of perfutne 
extracted from a thousand flowers ; you must infuse 
madness into bis blood, irresistible madness... And you, 
Vanamala, and you, Chandrakala, and you, HetnatUaka 
...come, let us have a final reh^sal. 

(Th£ dance be$ins ; whirf of exquisite patterns. 
While the rehearsal Is in progress and the dancers 
deeply lest in their dance, one Man, who has been 
watching, comes forward without a word and, stop^ 
ping one of the dancers, takes her aside'). 

THE DANCER 

How dart you stop me. What do you want ? 

THE MAN 

I have been deputed here to see that all is well. 

THE DANCER 

Thai doesn't mean that you are to interfere with our work 
aod prove a nuisaoce t 

THE MAN 

I am sorry but I had to disturb you. 

THE DANCER (recognizing him) 

Oi I see. You have been deputed. You are the 8(^ 
called critic of art, aren’t you f Critics of art in our 
kingdom know precious little and talk a good deal. 

THE MAN 

Allow me to apologise, 1 am sorry. I would request 
you to kindly take the trouble of looking into your mirror, 
just once. 
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THE DANCER 

1 have ofieo done that, Sir. And tha mirror has felt very 
flattered to receive the reflectioo of my beauty. 

THE MAN 

But this time the mirror wiU teU you somethins which 
you has'D not, perhaps, noticed aJl these days, 


THE DANCER (looks into the little mirror in her ring) 
Why, it tells me nothing which I doQ*t already kuow. 

THE MAN 

Find anything wrong with your h«r ? 

THE DANCER 

I find everything wrong with your eyes I But that is 
nothing new I am telling you. Critics’ eyes can't see 
beyond their noses... so, idodly be off. 

THE MAN 

1 wish to draw your attention to a grey hair on your head. 
It disqualifies you for the dance. The King has ordered 
that the eyes of Prince Slddhartha should never be allowed 
to see any trace of old age anywhere. 

THE DANCER 

I refuse to leave this room, I refuse to be thrown out of 
my group. I have worked hard for months and months 
and now I am not going to budge fl'om my position. I 
shall dance before the Prince ; 1 must dance and nobody 
in the world is going to stop me. 


{The Man tries to hold her wrlsi) 
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THBMAN 

It is DO use resisting. I ask you with courtesy to leave 
this room without ado. Or else, 2 shall have to order 
the guards to interfere. 

THE DANCER 

1 am not afraid of the guards; I am not afraid of anybody. 
3 shall go straight to the Prince arid tell him. 

(Tfv other Dancers stand stunned. The Blderly 
Woman corrtes towards the Dancer and slowly leads 
her out of the room.) 

(Curtain) 


ACT FOUR 

SCENE ONE 

(A the Vilosa GrihOy palace of pleasure. Siddhartha 
is being entertained by dancers. Yashodara is 
seated by his side. The Court Poet, too, is present. 
On a lower seat, just in front of the Prince is Channa, 
the Charioteer.) 

(Musical instruments play in unison by way of ao- 
companiment. The dancers dance, sometimes singly, 
someiimes in groups of two, three,four,Jive and six.) 

SONG 

The boughs of the forest are beautiful 
Whether day dawns or dims. 

But far more beautiful, beautiful Prince I 
Are your proud and priocely limbs. 
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Tbc twilight-siar shtntt Jev^Uwlse 
In the $pdce$ when the day dies> 

But 0 the twilight star grows pale 
Before your beautiful eyee. 

Sweet Warrior Prince I the forest shall stir 
To the hurtling of your darts 
But already 0 Prince ( your arrows of love 
Have pierced and wounded our hearts. 

YASHODAJ^A 

The dancer yonder is like a whirlwind, isn’t she. Prince ? 

{Siddharika jxist nods absent-mindedly and says 
nothifig. He is obviously far away.) 

And that one there,.. see her 7 She looks like a lotus, 
the way she opens out the petals of her grace. And look 
at that one’s arms—like wonderful twining serpents. 


SIDDHARTHA (waking up from a trance with a start) 
Serpents. Yes, 0 yes... serpents. 

COURT POET 

Serpents with jewels on their hoods, Prince. 
YASHODARA 

The Prince seems tired already. 

SIDDHARTHA 

No, no... I am not tired... My heart is, perhaps. 


COURTPOET 

Prince t you seem somewhat sleepy. 
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CHANNA (gels up md adjusts the pillow behind hts 
Master's head) 

Tbat‘8 better. 

SfDDHARTHA 

Sleepy t O DO... do. .. Dot a bit, not a bit. I have sever 
be«Q more wide-awake. 

COURT POET 

You seem like a sleep tbat is ever wide-awake ; aod, may 
3 add, a wakefulness that seems asleep. 

srDDHARTHA (mHing) 

You are, after aU, a pocL 

COURT POET 

And you, Prince, are a poem f 

(Throughout this scene the dance and music continue) 

YASHODARA (to Channa) 

Channal what has happened to the Prince ? I grow 
nervous. 

SfDDHARTHA 

Perhaps, we could now be left to ourselves. The dancers 
may retire. 

YASHODARA (stopping the dance with a sign of her hand) 
The entertainment may dow be ended. The Fiiace is 
tired. 

SIDDKARTHA (with kfnAuss) 

Beautiful dance I You shall all be rewarded handsomely. 
1 tbafik you. (The Dancers and Musicians retire) 



HARTNDRANATH CHATTOPADHYAYA 


105 


COURT POET 

Prince, ycpu would now, perhaps, like to witness feats by 
our royal acrobats ? 

SIDDHARTHA 
Not today, not today. 

COURT POET (afier a long paiae) 

Prince, don’t you ever feel you arc falling in love ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Falling in love ? I don’t believe in falling at all. 
COURT POET 

I am sorry- I haven’t put it quite correctly. Have you 
never loved deeply ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

O yes, I do love. I love wth warmth. 

COURTPOET 

How happy your royal parents will be to hear you say 
that. 

CHANNA 

O Poet ! you understand nay Master so little, 

COURT POET 

I understand. So, that is why you are always so silent. 
But why need you fear ? You have only to give the word 
and the world shall be yours. 

SIDDHARTHA 

What 1 love is difficult to secure. 
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COURT POET 

Princess V&shodara is so beoutlAil, my Lord 1 and you 
have already secured her. 

SIDDHARTHA( 9 «/er/y) 

X love, love! Love is everywhere. Look at the beauty 
of Nature; it is full of love; and if Nature had not been 
full of love, she could not ever have been beautiful. 

COURT POET 

You love Nature, then, my Prince 1 
SIDDHARTHA 

I love her beauty, yet, alas ! even she is tricky, She 
weaves desire along with her beamy. And that makes 
me sad and afraid. 

COURT POET 

Oesire is bcauliful, Prince. It is like flame, like flowers, 
like music, like fragrance, like_ 

SIDDHARTHA 

Wrong desire is not beautifhl. It leads to sorrow and, 
(berefore, such desire is not beautiful. It makes one 
restless, therefore, it is not beaulifuL 

COURT POET 

Look at ihe bird, for instance. It is full of the desire 
to fly across blue spaces; that is why the sky was made 
blue and the bird was givea its wings. 

SIDDHARTHA 

How do you know that the blue of the sky was not made 
specially as a lure for the wings of a bird, lo tempt it into 
flight. Possibly, after all, birds were given wings to test 
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the capacity of those wings to fold themselves and rest, 
resisting the blue spaces. How do you know that wioge 
were given to the bird to fly ? 

COURT POET 

What a lovely thought. Yet, Prince I youth is a differeot 
sort of bird, you will admit. It is the sort of bird which 
ruustfly... 

SIDDHARTHA (absent-mindtdiy) 

Fly away, you mean. 

COURTPOET 

No... t mean, just fly and return to its nest. 
SIDDHARTHA 

Space and the sky arc huge things. Poet, (to Charma) Is 
that not so, Cbaona 7 

CHANNA 

Very huge, my Lord 1 and very attractive. 
SIDDHARTHA 

Once a bird like me should start flying, there would be no 
end to the flight. Aod no returning. No returning. 
(smiles to himself) I have been hearing a great deal about 
the beauty of the forest: trees and trunks of trees and 
birds singing in their branches and the wind blowing 
through them making the trees th^r musical instruments. 
And the trees stand against the sky; and the sky. our 
singers sing, and so have you sung, Poet, is dappled with 
strange clouds and coloured with heart-enchanting light. 
1 have never been allowed to go out of the palace even 
once. If your songs and the songs of our singcis be so 
beautiful about the forests, 1 wonder how beautiful the 
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forests themsolves must be with their colour and light 
and shade, 1 should like to pay a visit to a deep forest. 
I should. 

CHANNA 

Surely, Prince. The Kiog, your father, would be delighted 
to learn of your new interest. Besides, Deva Dutta, 
your cousin, is a great shot and you could both o 1 you 
have a competitioo and test as to which of you is the 
better marksman. 

SIDDHARTHA 

I don*t enjoy holding the bow at all. It seems so stupid 
to recall the days wbeo I went through a training in 
archery, What for ? 

COURT POET 

To kill wild aslmaJs and enemies, the dharma of the true 
kshafriya. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Kill I O that word again. T remember to have beard It 
or the first lime in childhood from Deva Dutu, It is 
in ugly word. Encrfiy ? Fancy one mao calling an- 
jthcr an enemy. What a curious world we are liviog in, 
Cbanna. 

BLACKOUT 

COMMENTARY (c« ike mike) 

The King Suddhodana has been told of the Prince Siddhar- 
tha*s desire to visit a deep forest. He has ordered that 
the chariots be made ready and asked Deva Dutta to 
conduct him to the forest aad lure him Into a hunt, so 
that he might begin to get interested in things which 
suit a warrior. 



HARTNDRANATH CHArTO?ADHVAYA 109 


SCENE TWO 

(The euriain goes up and reveals Slddharrha where 
he was in the previous scene. He is alone.} 

DBVA DUTTA (rushing in) 

Come, sweet Coasic. Chariots are waiting. My chariot 
and your chariot; my charioteer and your charioteer 
Chaona—or rather, your friend, Cbanna. Arrange 
TTients have been made for a hunt and men have gone on 
before ua to get ready for a beat. The maeluins are ready, 
so there can be no fear. I kiU tigers at the distance of 
a few yards; and, standing face to face with wild boars, 
I just grip the crooked horn on their snouts and crack 
them into two. (laughs heartUy). This is to be your 
first experience, I know; so you can’t afford to risk facing 
wild beasts all at once. You'll be able to do so slowly, 
after a little more practice. 1 am so glad you want to go 
to the forest at last And, well—here is a bow sent by 
the King, your father. 

SIDDHARTHA (dreamny) 

I prefer a rain-bow. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Prince, what a poetic thought. Surely, you don’t intend 
stealing the bread out of the mcputb of the Court Poet 't 
And, surely, you do not think you can kill a wild beast 
with a r^Dbow ? Come, now, come. 

SIDDHARTHA 

1 am coming, (going off Into a sort of drowse) 

DBVA DUTTA 

I am wailing. You are always dropping into a sort of 
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drowse. Shows bad health. The royal physicians will 
set you right. I must tell your father about your disease. 
But, truly, I think you will be cured of this most unwar* 
rioriike complaint when you have once killed a tiger or a 
bison. At the start a.duck or an antelope wouldn't be at 
all a bad thing. 

SIDDHARTHA 
I am coming, I am coming. 

{The curiam shwiy goes down) 


SCENE THREE 

{And now before the curtain we find Siddhartha and 
Chama: ihe stage is very dimly lit.) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Our cousin Deva Duita has evidently gone on ahead of us- 
It is good that our horses should rest awhile, tethered to 
yonder banyan tree. (The light increases and pointing 
in to the disiance, in the direction of the side wing.) 

O look, look) How white those cranes are. Like great 
thoughts. Those cranes. Pure white thoughts. 

CHANNA 

Look, look, look., a wounded crane... can you see ? It 
is fluttering down to earth, bleeding in one wing. 

SIDDHARTHA (rushes out of the stage and returns with 
o wounded bird. Tenderly sirokfr^ U) 

What’s this ? What’s this, Channa ? Whose anew is 
this ? O poor Little creature I (tb-aws the arrow out) 



HARINDRANATH CHATTOPADHYAYA 


111 


CHANNA 

Princ«, lei it lie on the ground, Let it lie there. It ie 
only a little bird, that’s all. 

SIDDHARTHA (looking into Channa's oy^s w/VA sadness) 
Did you sny it was only a litdo bird, only a little bird 7 
Did you say that ? 

CHANNA 

A bird was made for an arrow, Prince, 

SIDDHARTHA 

That is the hard philosophy we have built up to satisfy 
our lust to kin, to hurt. Channa I only a little bird..* 
did you really say this, being my friend? But a bird baa 
life and all that lives is sacred. 

CHANNA (lowering his eyes in shame) 

I am sorry, Prince, I should not have said it. 

SIDDHARTHA (addressing the bird) 

Poor creature! how it must bum and hurt you. (Sid- 
dharfha tears a piece out of his garment) 

CHANNA 

What are you doing, Prince? spoiling your royal rumont I 
SIDDHARTHA 

So, my royal raiment means more to you than a living 
creature. Channa, is that so ? 

CHANNA (with downcast eyes) 

1 am ashamed of myself. 

(Here Ds'^a HuUa rushes in.) 
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DEVA DUTTA 

Whcfc is it ? Where is my prize 7 It dropped here, 
somewhere. I saw it drop. My dart pierced it. I leU 
you I saw it dropping... here, somewhere. Where is it» 
Chaona? 

SIDDHARTHA 
E)eva Dutta I 

CHANNA 

Sir, you have hurt the Prince. 

DEVA DUTTA (scomjully) 

O I see I So, the prince was the crane, after alL I shot 
at the crane and the Prince got hurt! 

SIDDHARTHA 
Deva Dutta I 

DEVA DUTTA 

I am sorry I did not know that Your ExceUcQcy was a 
crane. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Stop mockiog, Deva Dutta. You have so soon forgotten 
the tournament and what I told you after I won it. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Stop blabbering, Siddbaxthal I don’t wish to be reminded 
of that (oumaineot where yon behaved like a rotten cheat 
and won over the spectators before you won the tourna¬ 
ment. O we are thoroughly acquainted with your 
tricks by this time. You stUl pretend to be a warrior. 
Where is my bird ? 
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SIDDHARTHA 

06va Dulta, this bird now belongs >(0 me. 

DEVA DUTTA 
1 shot iU 

SIDDHARTHA 
I rescued it. 

DEVA DUTTA 
My arrow pierced it. 

SIDDHARTHA 

My hand extricated that arrow. 

DEVA DITTTA 

He who slays is the rightfal owner of the thiQ| he slays. 
SIDDHARTHA 

He who saves is the rightful owner of the thing he saves. 
DEVA DUTTA 

Now don't exasperate me. I tell you, Siddhartha, I 
made the crane drop and ic is, therefore, mice. 

SIDDHARTHA 

1 lifted it up again and so it is mine. 

One wbo gives life is greater than one who tahes it away. 

CHANNA 

My Lord 1 why not the bird to your cousin and be 
done with it. 

SIDDHARTHA 

O Channa Chaonat even you don't understand me. 
{Strokes ike bird tenderly. The bird shwly revim) 
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DEVA DOTTA 

Chi ! you are a coward. You have always been one. 
Even when you were a boy you showed signs of cowar¬ 
dice. When I broke the head of your toy-elephant you 
should have broken mine. But you were a coward. 
What would you do in a real war, 1 wonder, when streams 
of human blood flow freely and weapons clash and flash 
and blind aod make eartb one mass of bloody clay; when 
poisoned darts rain like Are and human bodies lie like 
shattered flies on battlefields : whal would you do chen, 
I wonder ! Stroke every dead body tenderly, I suppose, 
imagining it will come l^k to life. Fool ! 

SIBDHARTHA 

Deva Dutta I J wish to tell you once and for all, that if 
killing and hurting make one a warrior, a kshotriyoy I 
refuse to become one. I hate hate ; X love love.... 

(Jhe bird is reviving in Siddharika's hantf) 
CHANNA 

A miracle t look, look, Sire 1 a miracle. 

SIDDHARTHA 

The touch of love does make the dead live again. 

DEVA DUTTA {biting his lips in anger) 

We*Jl see. We'll see. You shall have to pay for this, 

(He goes out tn a huff. The bird is released. It 
begins to fly and, flying, it disappears slowly.) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Look, Channa 1 look. It flies away. 

CHANNA 

A miracle, my Lord 1 
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SIDDHARTHA 

There_It flies away. I wish to fly away like that I 

shall. Some day.... some day ! 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE FOUR 

(The curlain goes up on a prlvaie chamber in the 
palace. Chtuma an4 the King Suddhodana are 
seen discussing Siddhariha.) 


KINO 

What is to be done now. Channa? You are both bis 
friend as well as his charioteer; you are consuntly with 
him. The only one he seems to talk to or cares to meet 
at all, is you. Tell me, Channa, do you find a change 
ifl him 7 

CHANNA (quieOy) 

A great change, Sire. 

% 

KING 

For Che better 7 
CHANNA 

From the Prince’s point of view, yes. He wishes to free 
himself ^om what he constantly refers to as the bondage 
of suJIcrlng. 

KING 

Leaviug us in our own 7 
CHANNA 

No, my Lord I that’s just it. He talks of wanting to 
free both himselT and the world. 
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KING 

Conceit Besides, 1 askj what suffering can he h^ve ? 
"We have built him (hxee palaces: one for the summer, 
ooe for the cold season and a third for the season of rains. 

CHAKNA 

Palaces do not interest him. They never interested him. 

Kmc 

And women ? 

CHANNA 

To him they seem only puppets of painted clay. 

KING 

And slaves and servaota and vasaala ? 

CHANNA 

To him they are free men and equals sharing ooe sclf> 
same suffering, which he is aching to conquer. He has 
ordered them act to bend before him agaio. He has 
bees preaching to one and all that bending the knee is 
unnatural aod an insult to life. 

KING 

He is out to dislocate the whole system which tradition 
has established in our kingdom and on which our king* 
dom has been established. He is a rebel. He evidently 
waois to create dissension for us by preaching indis- 
cipline. 

CHANNA 

Sir 1 be seems to be a bom revolutionary. 
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KINO 

A revolutionary U dangerous to existing codes and cus« 
toms. And—bad it not been for the fact that he was my 
son, I should have bad him exiled long ago. 

CHANNA 

Perhaps he is thinking of saving you the trouble. He 
may exile himself very soon. You never can tell. 

KING 

Exile himself? 

CHANNA 

Sooner than your Majesty thinks. 

KING (jwrturbeJ) 

No. Channa1 charge you to look after him aud see to 
It that he isn't reckless. I have tried out all avenues of* 
approach. I have done all it is humanly possible to 
do to wake him up to a sense of responsibihty, but I 
have failed. 1 conftss to have failed most miserably. 
I havD lost him. 

CHANNA 

If you douH lose patience you will not lose him and he 
will not be lost. This much I guarantee, my King! 

KINO 

Channa! dearest friend of my Son I what is all this 
kingship worth except in terms of his ruling it in the 
future? He, the apple of my eye, the hope of our people, 
the light in our darkness: does he spurn a kingdom, 
considering it to be a mere lump of dirt? 

CHANNA 

My Lord I he is the hope not only of our people but of 
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the peoples of the world; he is the light in their darkness 
and win evermore be. Centuries will pass, but his light 
shall shine ever and ever. Hush,. .here he comes. Look ! 

KING {looks at hm almost as in a trance) 

He hardly walks like a human being. He seems blown 
by ihc wind of the spirit, the quiet way in which he glides, 
not walks. 

CHANNA 

He d oes not walk oa earth, ray King I He walks above it. 
KING 

I had better leave the ebamber and leave him with you. 
1 shall overhear your conversation from behind the 
curtain. 

{The King retires behind a curtain and listens, unseen 
by the frince) 

CHANNA {approaching Sfddharikd) 

Prince! why are you always 50 silent? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Am I? It doesn’t strike me that I am silent. In fact, 
inside the beart the thought of freeing myself from bon¬ 
dage is so loud that it hardly lets me be silent. 

CHANNA 

Inside my heart there is a thought that is equally loud. 

SIDDHARTHA 
What thought? 

CHANNA 

That you have never given a chance to the people of the 
city to see you. 
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SIDDHARTHA 

What is there to see? Is my face peculiai? 

CHANKA 

A peculiar question, Prince. The people ere longing to 
Bcc your face. They are youx earth and you are their 
cloud of compassion. 

SIDDHARTHA 

WelK if the people really want to see me, I must yield to 
their wish- 1 ^long to the people; I am of the peoplc. 
But I roust be worthy of the people. I must save them 
from unhappiness and suffering and.... of course, igno¬ 
rance. Otherwise, 1 an a traitor. 

CHATWA 

The people will be excited to see you. They will get a 
new lease of life. 


BLACKOUT 


SCENE FIVE 

{Before the curtain the Annouticer with the drum 
appears, siarimg to beat on his drum and announce 
tt the darkness. The forestage is lit slowly.) 


ANNOUNCER 

Clear the roadways. Construct tall arches. Let horse¬ 
men rush from eod to end of the kingdom and bear the 
great news. 

(A crowd of mtn, women and children begins ta 
encircle him.) 

/ 
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The Prince Siddhaitha will» for the first time, pass through 
the city tomorrotv. Special invitations have been issued 
to the gentry to join in the proceasioa. The Prince will 
pass through the city tomorrow when the shadow of the 
king's tower touches the tower of the temple (heaar wi}dly 
on his dfvm^ 

AN AFFLICTED PERSON 
May the Lord bless him. 

ANOTHER 

May he have long life. 

AN OLD WRINKLED MAN 

To think these eyes will catch a glimpse of the Prince 
before they close forever, 

A UMBLESS FBLLOW 

We shall see him at last! We shall see him at last 

A DIRTILY CLAD WOMAN 
O wonderful day ) Tomorrow, O tomorrow ! what a 
wonderful day you are going to be. They say the Prince 
is a lover of the poor, an idol of true compassion. 0 
wonderful day! Come soon. 

iXhsn is ths sound of a thud offstage) 

FOUR MEN (rushing on to the stage) 

0, 0, 0 I our Lallu is dead. He di^ while building aa 
arch, the tallest of the arches. He fell oS from the height 
of the arch and dropped and died instantaneously. 

VOICES 

He will go straight to heaven. 
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Lucky mao! to kave died while building an arch for tha 
Prince. 

He died in the service of Che Prince. 

Yes, but he will not see the Prince. He did not live to 
see (he Prince. 

We arc lucky. We sbaU. We shall. 

Go on! It is far luckier to die serving the Prince than to 
live without serving hi mi even though we may see him. 

ANNOUNCER {beating more and more wUdly on hts 
drum) 

Here is the most Important announcement I have ever 
made in all my life of thlrty^hve years, seven months and 
three days! {the crowd assembles closer to listeri) 

The dead, the maimed, the afflicted, the blind, the siok, 
the aged...all these shall be shut out and kept strictly 
away from the path of the Prince. Now, let me repeat : 
the dead, the maimed, the afflicted, the blind, the sick, 
the aged.... 

{The crowd is mostly composed of such persorts. 
They are pale with grief. One by one, withouS 
a word, they go out, knowing full well that they 
stand no chance) 

It is the royal command that it is to be a pleasure excur¬ 
sion and tbe poor and the sick and the dead and the aged 
have no place on the occasion of such an excursion. It 
is the royal command that the Prince shall gaze only on 
youth and strength and Ufe and beauty; no wretchedness 
and disease shall be allowed to pollute the Priuce’s eyes. 
That is the command issued this day by the great and 
generous King Suddhodana. 

{Beating on his drum the Announcer goes out) 

BLACKOUT 
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SCENE SIX 

(The curtain rises. Tf^e stage graws dtm and now 
bearx a slrmge uncanny atmosphere created by half 
lights and brooding shadows out of \rkick seem to 
appear large-sized masked faces of strange un¬ 
canny beings. These masks may he dimly visible 
against a black back-cloth, so dimly visible that 
you feel them more than see them.) 


STRANGE VOICES ON MIKE (in uncanny whispers) 

Ut VOICE 

Siddbaxtha is to go thcougb the city today for the first 
time. 


2nd VOICE 

Ever since he was bom, his father,the Ring, has kept him 
virtual prisoner in huge and lovely palaces. 


3rd VOICE 

But who can keep the consciousness of man prlsooer ? 
4th VOICE 

We must see to it that Siddhartba gets to know the truth 
of life as It exists; not merely the beauty of it, but the 
ugliness, too. 

Sth VOICE 

Not merely the softness of it, but the hardness, too. 
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6 th VOICE 

The King bos ordered that ail the streets he cleared of the 
last trace of misery and gloom and affhction. 

7th VOICE 

We have it in our power to create just what the King 
wishes to avoid for his Son. 

l$t VOICE 
An old man. 

2nd VOICE 
A sick man. 

3rd VOICE 
A corpse. 

4th VOICE 

I shall cause an old man to come before the Prince’s path. 
5th VOICE 

I shall cause a diseased man to come before the eyes of 
the Prince. 

6 th VOICE 

And 1 shall cause a dead body to pass before his chariot. 
7th VOICE 

Last but not least, I shall bring the Prince face to face 
with one whose influence shall wort: on him and help 
him to conquer both himself and the world. 

(!?^« maskx disappfar. In ditnnexs of Oib stage 
we now see long imcanny Iwnds sireiching pallidly 
as if performing some uncanny rites to the sound 
of incantations on the mtke.) 
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CHORUS 

OJd man, come! 

Come from nowhere, into somewhere. 

Come, come, old man, come! 

Wrinkled body, tooihless gum.,.. 

Come. 

Come, O creature of disease, 

FaUing fingers, dropping toes, 

Bleeding sockets, oozing nose, 

Let the young Prince realise 
You have stinking wounds for eyes, 

Come, coine, mournful creature 
Out of nowhere into somewhere. 

Dead mao, once to some one dear. 

Come from nowhere into somewhere 
And appear 

Before the Prince and let him know 
Life is this and life is so... 

Dead man, come! 

Mendicant, it is your tum 

To come from somewhere into nowhere... 

Let him see your eyes that bum 
Clear and bright, clear and bright 
Since you have renounced the night 
And have leaped Into the light, 

Tcacb (he young Prince what you know, 

Gleam and glow, gkam and glow... 

Out of nowhere into somewhere, 

Out of somewhere into nowhere. 

Ho bo ho! " • 

(Voices in unison. Ho ho hof ho ko kof) 

BLACKOUT 
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A NOTE 

(This scene could even be worked oui on ihe Vmes of the 
famous Witch Scene in Mocbeth. Only^ these are not 
witches but supernatural personalities or beings to whose 
care the manoeuvring of the world has been entrusted.) 

(/n the darkness the commentary on the mike o^ 
sttsge) 


COMMENTARY 

The PtiDce is to pass through the city for the first time in 
his life. The roadways are beautifully decorated, strea¬ 
mers float everywhere, banners bearing inscriptions in 
golden letters, are licking the air like longues. Throngs 
of people who seem strong, young, well-fbd and happy. 
Nowhere do we see any trace of old age or disease—and 
certainly not even Ihe shadow of the shadow of death. 
On this happy occa^on uothing which may lessen (ho 
height to wUch colour and excitement of celebration bavo 
reached shall be allowed to creep in. The Prince must 
be given the impression that lifb is nothing but a cataract 
of happiness and glory, love and loveliness. Mow) 

Hear the conches blowing, (elephants trumpet) Tbo 
trumpeting of the royal elephants, (rattle of chariots) 
Here comes a golden chariot. It is the chariot of tho 
Prince. 


VOICE 

Make way. Make way. Here comes the Prince. 


VOICES 

Handsome is not the word. 
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Looks like a cross between a moon and a sun 
Possesses the double quality of tenderness and strengih. 

women mtd children shout their lungs hoarse 
cheering the i^incc. Music comes across the mike 
in waves. Also, chaniing of priests and the biowim 
of dundubhts^ ^ 


SCENE SEVEN 


me curtain now rises on a colourful scene of crowds 
the Prince who acknowledges their greetings. 
Behind, there are hiticed windows out of which 
lo^ly ladies look and from time to time shower 
flowers on the Prince.) 

CHANNA 

See> Princel how the people adore you. 

SIDDHAR7MA (sighing deeply) 

I must deserve it. 

(5W*«jV. as though from nowhers, rushes in a 
wrinkled old man) 


OLD MAN 

Prince! Prince! accept ibe blessings 
man. May long life be yours. 


of this 


very old 


(4 fierce Guard rushes towards him and tries to set 
hhn out of the way) 


GUARD (handling him roughly) 
Out of the way, you fool I 
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ANOTHER GUARD 

And where the devil has this old nuisance come ftvra? 

{They try and push him Quf with all their force, when 
Deva Duua rushes cn the scen^ 

OLD MAN 

Alas, alas I don^t hurt me and on such an auspicious day. 
1 am old, very old. Be kind to me, Brothers! don't 
hurl me, 

GUARDS 
Hold your tongue. 

Don't shout. You may be old but your lungs are not. 

DEVA DUTTA 
What's happening here? 

A GUARD 

An old fellow, wants to see the Prince. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Well, it isn't wrong that he wishes io see the Prince. 
ANOTHER GUARD 

But it is wrong that the Prince should see him. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Your logic is the logic of asses. What business have you 
to maohaodle him. Have you any sense left in your 
coconut? 

GUARDS 

We are the guards of the King; we are the special guards 
of the Prince Slddhartha on this particular day. 

We have been asked to guard the procession and save 
it from ugly sights. 
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DEVA DUTTA 

Dgly sights. Look at yourselves in the mirror. Idiots 1 
And if you Are the guards of the Pnoce you should be 
ashamed of yourselves. Don't you know that the Prince 
bales violence? He can’t bear to hurt a bird or a squirrel. 
Don’t you know that your Prloce is more tender than a 
petal and more frail than a dragonfly? 

GUARDS 

Kindly don’t come between us and our duty. 

We are the Prince’s guards and there's an end of the 
mailer. 

DEVA DUTTA 

You are not guards but blackguards. Who gave you the 
order to rid (be roadviray of an old man? 

GUARD 

The King Suddbodsna. 

DEVA DUTTA Houghing) 

The old King, you mean, who looks young because he 
dyes his hair. So does the Queen, for that matierl {laughs 
very Icud to attract the attention of the Prince. Then, 
ra/s/iig hfs voice) You shan’t touch this old man. Not 
as long as I have strength in my sinews and I have strength 
enough to punch your noses into blobs of jeQy! Every¬ 
body has a right lo see the Prince- Everybody. 

SIDDHARTHA (drawing close) 

What's happening yonder, Cbanna. Deva DutCa seems 
to be in a mortal rage. 

CHANNA 

When was he ever not in a mortal rage. Prince? It is 
nothing new. He cannot live without quarreling. 
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SIDDHARTHA 

Deva Duttaf What’s the matter? 

DBVA DUTTA 

Prince Siddhartba, my owD great Cousini you will confess, 
I suppose, that you have never made any difference bet- 
>veen one human being and another? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Of course, you are perfectly right. 

DEVA DUTTA 

If that be so, I suppose that old man yonder has every 
right to see you, as much as every other person in the 
kingdom has? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Is there any doubt? Where’s the poor man who wants 
to see me? 

DEVA DUTTA 

Your guards have given him a sound thrashing and.... 
SIDDHARTHA 

That’s wrong. Nobody iu the world has a right to touch 
another in anger. Anger is a serpent. 

DBVA DUTTA 

They are trying to turn him out. 

SIDDHARTHA 

They’ll do nothing of the sort. Channa, let me see him. 

OLD MAN (coming forward) 

Long Live our compassionate Prince Siddhartha! 


130 


SIDDH ARTHA-MAN OF PEACE 


DEVA DUTTA {to one of his Friends) 

The game starts now. What a fool the King was, wasn’t 
be, to thiok Chat he could keep the Prince shut out from 
the hideous truths of life, {letugiis) 

SIDDH ARTHA {senainizins ihu old man) 

Cbaana! his skin is wrinkled like the we saw in the 
forest the other day. His eyes have no light left in them. 
Is he the only sorrowful being In the whole kingdom? 

CHANNA 

i don’t know what to say. Prince, 

SIDDHARTHA 
Poor sad b«ng! 

OLD MAN 

May you be blessed, generous Prioce. 1 have seen you. 
I can die contented now. 

{fie goes out slowly) 

DEVA DUTTA 

Prince, my royal Cousin! do not be lufsled by all this 
windoW'dressing your father, the King, is responsible 
for. He knows you are tender-hearted; be did not wish 
that you should ie« the other side of life. 

SIDDHARTHA 

The other side of life I Has life two sides to it? 

DEVA DUTTA {laughs) 

You have the innocence of a tea*year*old babel Chanaa, 

tell hiro. 

CHANNA 

Life has two sides, Prirtce. Tbe bright and the dark. 
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To the bright side belong the pleasures and the jewelled 
sights with which you are surrounded io the palace. To 
the other side» the dark side, belongs old age... .such aa 
you juai saw—and_ 

DISEASED MAN (,sud<hnly appiarin/’) 

Long live the great Prince Siddhartba. 

SIDDHARTHA 

What's that, Chanoal Yci an other sorrowful creature! 
CHANNA 

This, too, belongs to the other side of life, the dark, the 
very dark side. 

DEVA DUTTA 

That's the way the Prince will be educated. Go ahead. 
Destiny! you are Stronger than all men put together, 
The Prince is receiving true education for the first time in 
his life. 

{Lcugfis aid looks on at the spectacle) 
SIDDHARTHA 

Look at hii fingers. They have dropped off, There are 
DO fingers to look at! And tus eyes are two large red 
wounds. He is blind. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Not blinder than you have been all these years. 

DISEASED MAN (lippruachlng Siddharfka) 

1 cannot see the Prince but I can feel him glow like a great 
big lamp. 0 may he have long life. 
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SIDDHARTHA 

And What a voice! It seems to be coming out of a 
bleeding hollow* the hollow of a grave which is ooe large 
wound. Channa! as he approaches me he seems to 
stink. He is all slink. What's happened to him? 

(Flowtrs arf showered from a window) 

Not all the flowers of the world can cover up the stink 
which fills this poor man’s body. 

CHANNA 

Sire, he is what is called diseased. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Diseased. 

CHANNA 

He wiU not live long. 

SIDDHARTHA (like an echo) 

He will not live long ... In the midst of rejoicing and 
merriment* this awful sight! Is this the reception a Prince 
gets usually? By the way, Channa, did you say some* 
thing about his life? He will not live long, you said. 
What did you mean? 

(ji corpse is taken past to the chu/tl af the Lord's 
name.) 

CHANNA 

You see that, Prince ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

A queer thing to become. A mao asleep oo a narrow 
bed, a narrow little wooden bed! Seems that he is 
performing a sort of balancing feat. 
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CHANNA 

That is called a corpse, Prince. He is dead and will 
never rise again, That's what the diseased man wiU 
sooD become; that’s what everybody must aooner or 
later become. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Everybody! 

CHANNA 
Unfortunately, yes. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Dead. What a terrible thing it must be to die. Dead. 
Wluit is death? I must know. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Before that, I suggest that you try and get to know as to 
what life is. There's lime still for you to get to know 
what death !s! Death is the ocher side of life. 2 told 
you life bad two sides. 

(Laughs and mocks at htm^ 

SIDDHARTHA 
Channa, let us go back. 

DEVA DUTTA 

Coward. Unable to face the reality of life. Chi! 
(Wtf go6s out) 

SIDDHARTHA 

1 want to go back aoA hide somewhere from the world. 
Let us go back. 

BLACKOUT 

(The crowds cheer but gradually their yoices die 
down.) 
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SCENE EIGHT 

{On lilt fcrisiait, Sidd/iariki and Chaiina) 

SIDDHARTHA 
Channi, tbat old man. 

CHANNA 
He was young once. 

SIDDHARTHA 
Will all of us grow old? 

CHANNA 

You will live to a ripe old age, Prince. 

SIDDHARTHA 

1 $ it supposed to be a great thing to become old and 
wrinkled and tired and sorrowhji? Will you, coo. grow 
old,{Channa? 

CHANNA 

If I Jive up !o oJd age; or, Prince, if I am ever visited 
by a sorrow J may not be able to bear. 

SIDDHARTHA 

And afler we grow old, become like that man who was 
perfomuflg a balancing feat on that narrow palanquin 
of wood? 

i 

CHANNA 

0 no, DO, Prince. You will have a magnificent funeral. 
Your palanquin will be of gold and it will not be narrow 
but wide. 
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SIDDHARTHA 

Do the dead know the difference between wood and gold, 
naitow and wide? 

CHANNA 

Prince, why let gloomy thoughts disturb you? 
SIDDHARTHA 

1 am not gloomy. I am only trying to face the truth, 
He i$ a covmrd who runs away from truth. That terrible 
thing with wounds for eyes? Do all men get like that? 

CHANNA 

Not exactly like that. But most men get diseased, some 
lime or other- There are many sorts of diseases in the 
world, Prince. 

SIDDHARTHA 

The greatest, it seems to me, is ignorance. 1 suppose 
disease is the penalty of life, price of the human fiesh. 
Human birth is a sad tiling so long as one doesn't under* 
stand why he was boro. Funny ( to think that 1 may 
get diseased sosne day, and that 1 shall grow old if I live 
long enough, and that, in the end, I shall ride, not Kan* 
thak, my horse, but a horse of wood or—gold ... as if 
there is much difference between the two. 

CHANNA 

Prince, you will never die. You were born to be im¬ 
mortal, 

(E»fer a Mendicant, calm and wonderful to look 
SIDDHARTHA 

What a wonderful being ! Who is he? 
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MENDICANT 

Peace be on you, roy Sool You will find a cure for 
human ills. You will conquer life and death. You shall 
not die io lust cry. You shall Uve forevermore In the 
hearts of men. Ages upon ages will ring with yoar 
r amc. (he goes out slowly) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Ages and ages will ring... but will they ring like his 
voice ? Channa I what a man ( 

CHANNA 

He has renounced the world. He blessed you, Prince, 
and the blessing of a self-realised being never go« in 
vain. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Seif-realised being) I shall follow In his footsteps. I 
shall, peace is what be has found. 1, too, shall find 
peace. Bui not just for myself. For the world, for 
mankind. Peace, Peace. 

(OiONna and Siddhariha go oui. Deva Dutta 
emers from the otkor side with friends). 

DEVA DUTTA 

What an ass the Ring was I Just today all three sights 
which be had wanted the Prince’s eyes to avoid seeing, 
all three togeUier came before him as though by some 
divine dispensation. "V 

A*^FR1END 

The Ring would say it was the dispensation of the 
devil. 
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DEV A DUTTA 

Tlidtrick bas beea done and now Siddhartha will not reat. 
H9 will run away like a coward to a forest, if I know my 
cousin. He will run away from the kingdom leaving 
me a clear chance of becoming its ruler^ 

FRIENDS 

'Anaen! We wish it with all our hearts, we do. 

Of course, we do. Wc want you to become the ICing 
^ of this kingdom. 

) 

} DEVA DUTTA 

You will be my Minister. And you, my Court Poet, 
i A FRIEND 

t ButT can't wriio to save my life . . . 

DEVA DUTTA 

« That’s just the reason why you should become the Poet 
Laureate. A Court Poet need not be a poet at all; it is 
enough if he is a sycophant. 

(Laughter all round) 

] BLACKOUT 


SCENE NINE 

(The curiam rises on a palace chamber. The King 
Suddhodana is sealed very perplexed and most 
miserable. Siddhartha, ikc Prince, has come to take 
leave of Mm.) 
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SIDDHARTHA 

So, give me leave, my King, my father! give me leave to 
leave and look for peace. Peace is the foundation of all 
life, of all true and great Uving; without it, the world 
must needs go to piKcea. 1 beg leave fc go away, some* 
where, anywhere, to look for peace. .. peace. 

KING ifuminf with anger) 

Peace I It la only a word, my Son! You are mad, 
stark mad if you think yuu arc going to find it. Peace 
ia alie. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Peace is the only truth. All else is a lie. 1 cannot sufTer 
any more. 

KING 

Wbai suffering can you have, my Son! what suffering 
that makes you decide to leave us and go away. Are 
you thinking of going to a foreat ? And do you think 
you can find peace there? If the forest could yield ptKt, 
then tigers and panthers would have found it long ago. 
You are mad, raving mad ... that’s what I think you 
are. 


SIDDHARTHA 

You ask me what suffering I have? Father, the suffering 
of the whole world weighs on me, lives in me and mW 
not let me rest. 

KING 

He who made the world knows best how to look after it. 
SIDDHARTHA 

Wc have made the world, Father! you and I... 



KING 

Conceit! 
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SIDDHARTHA 

To begin with, it is for us to see to it that the world 
on the surfacOf is made a tit place to live in, free of dis¬ 
tinctions, affording equal opportunity to all men alike, 
exploding the myth of birth, driving away tbc last least 
form of tyranny; a world where there shall be no exploit¬ 
ation ... yet—that would only be the start. I want the 
world to be freed of all suftering ... 

KING 

You are just raving like a lunatic. You are a mad man, 
to thick of taking such a responsibility on your shoulders 
which are still raw and young and inexperienced j 
shoulders which, instead, should be carrying a lovely 
Infant while you run about, pla^ng at horse with him. 

SIDDHARTHA 

My shoulders are broad enough ; they are the shouideis 
of a warrior, ihaoks to you, Father. 1 am a fighter ... 

KING 

You imagine you are. If you are a true warrior you 
wiU oot think of running away from life. 

SIDDHARTHA 

t am a true warrior. I am not running away from life ; 
I am running towards it. 

KING 

You are going to meet death. 
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SIDDHARTHA 

I am going lo moet death in order to conquer it. 

KING 

Is there nothing which can dissuade you from your 
wayward decision? 

SIDDHARTHA 

There is. Bui I am afraid you swiU noi be able lo grant 
me what I ask for. 

KING 

Ask, and we shall give it to you, my Son. 
SIDDHARTHA 

Assure me 1 shall never grow old. 

KINO 

Why ftsk for the impossible, my son? 

SIDDHARTHA 

Assure me 1 shall never catch disease? 

KING 

That is only a chance, and even if you should, there are 
the famous State Physidans to cure you. 

SIDDHARTHA 

And assure me that I shall never die. 

KING 

Son, you have made the most impossible requests. 
SIDDHARTHA 

WoU then, your request that I should stay here is also 
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' impossible. I am unable to believe life worth living, as 
most men seem to do. All tUis gaudy enjoyment: these 
Jewels, these colourful waterfalls, peacocks, dancers, 
musicians, acrobats, excitement and thrill, tender rela* 
tionship of father and son, wife and husband, brother 
and broThet, son and mother. . . poses, mere silly poses, 
ulleriy foolish conventions! Who belong to whom, 
anyway? How long shall we continue to live in a fool's 
paradise? I bad rather die in a wise man’s hell than live 
in a fool’s paradise. 

KINO 

What has happened to you? 

I 

SIDDHARTHA 

Nightmare . . . nightmare. Yet the dream of real 

living seems to be starting for me. And this shall be 
followed by the true awakening. 

I 

: KING 

* You speak like one in a trance. 

s 

j SIDDHARTHA 

T T am not in a trance. 1 am thoroughly conscious. 

KING 

I You have hardly been married a brief stretch of dnto to 
the beautiful Yaahodara, I suppose you realise that 
] she is with child. Is this the time for you to be think* 
' iog in the way you are doing? Any day now it may 
I bo born; any day . -. and you ... 

! {Entfr Minister in excitement) 
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MINISTER 

Kicg^ rcjoiusi You are now a rcpyal grandfather. A 
royal grandson has come into this world. 

iUNG 

0 lucky lucky day! Siddhaitha, you were right. The 
dream of life has now started for you -.. Rejoice! 

SIDDHARTHA 
. Rejoice? 

MINISTER 

Prince, your royal father has spoken aright. The dream 
of life has started for you. 

KING 

The real dream of life .. . 

SIDDHARTHA 

To be followed by the true awakening. 

MINISTER 

One more link in the chain of the royal line. 
SIDDHARTHA 

One more chain of suifering .. . 

(He yvalks ovt slowly, deliberately.) 

MINISTER 

Strange person the Prince bos become; so unlike you, 
Sire. 

KING 

Very much like his mother who used always to be distant 
and far away amidst all the bustle and encitemeot of life. 
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MINISTER 

Yet, FCing! it U bound to pass. .. this moodiness of his. 
Asonisauew experience and changes the whole course 
of a young man's nature and attitude towards life. It 
makes a pessimist an optimist. 

KING 

You may be right, for all I know. He will possibly 
understand what a father feels for a son, when he feels 
for his own which he should do, if he is not entirely a 
misht in this world. Young men lack imagioatioa, 
especially nowadays. The bond of relationship of this 
nature is mere stubborn ihan diamond. 

MINISTER 

And far more precious . .. 

KING 

In any case, have an announcement made of celebrations. 
Announce to the kingdom the glad news of the birth of 
our grandson. A hundred thousand beggars shall be 
fed ... and clothed .., 

{The eur(ain has slowly gone down on his Iasi 
senfence. Before the curtain.) 

ANNOUNCER {beating on his drum) 

0 all ye inhabitants of the city of Kapilavastul listen I 
today the kingdom rejoices that a grandson is born to 
KingSuddbodanajn other words, a little Prince has been 
born to the Prince Siddhartha. A hundred thousand 
beggars shall be fed and . .. clothed ... a hundred 
thousand ., . {the voice fades out while he beats on his 
drum and goes out). 


(Curtain) 
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ACT FIVE 

SCENE ONE 

{On the road, the Prince Siddhariha on his horse 
and Channa on his, riding Side side. They slop 
mid-siage.) 

SIDDHARTHA 
This is a quiet spot. 

CHANNA 
Yes, Prince, 

SIDDHARTHA 
But ny heari is unquiet. 

CHANNA 

You will grow quiet, Prince, when you begin to follow 
in the footsteps of tbeKiiig,youi father, and obey the law 
of kingship which is : to rule over loyal subjects such 
BS we are, Prince- You will be quiet when you sit on 
your throne of gold and wear the jewelled diadem .. . 
for our sakes, if not for your own. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Cbaanal it is surprising that you don’t understand me 
still. 

CHANNA 

1 am sorry if t have offended you. 

SIDDHARTHA 

1 sbaJl not be quiet so long as 1 do not obey the dictates 
of my own deep heart. Mortal kingship is nothing 
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5iiort of a He. What i$ it compared wicli the kingship 
of self-mastery, the law of kingship you talk of ? Have 
you ever thought of the mighty inner law which binds 
all men, the law which alone makes all men free? (sudden¬ 
ly catchins sisht of something tn the distance) 

But, lookl look at them, who arc they? 

CHANNA 

They are the peasants who till your land, Prince, They 
are buznnuDg. Cac you hear them? 

SIDDHARTHA 

0 yes. and what plaintive voices. Let us go towards 
them,.. 


BLACKOUT 

(The Prince and Channa appear on the stage which 
is now lit up revealing peasants at work.) 

SONG OP PEASANTS (while they work) 

FIRST PEASANT 

Hayyo ayyahol ayya ayyahol 
Crack, crack, bended backl 
Hayyo ayyahol 

Unless wc bear fatigue and pain 
And shed our tears like showers of rain 
Earth will not yield her golden grain, 

Hayyo ayyahol 

SECOND PEASANT 

O bo! ayyaho I 0 bo I ayyaho! 

Crack crack, alas alack! 
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O ho ayyaho I 

Ploushsharea work and time goes by, 

Grass is torn and dead worms lie 
For all that is born must surely die, 

0 bo ayyaho 1 

THIRD PEASANT 

Vayball ayyahai. yaybai! ayyabail 
Dig haok, crush crack) 

Yaybai! ayyahai! 

Life is only a prison room 

Where each one serves a sentence of doom, 

For man is condemned in tds mother's womb, 
Yaybai! ayyahai! 

(The humming conlinues. Above the humming 
we heor Sltfdhurlha and Ckanna) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Did you bear what they chanted, Cbanna? these so-called 
common folk? But hush ... let us hear more.., (he 
purs his forefinger on his Ups and signs to Charma to be 
gutet.) 

PEASANTS (rewfwg awhiU) 

Brother, do you know why our hands and feet resemble 
the earth ? 

1 know what our faces resemble... 

They resemble nothing on earth (laughter) 

Here’s a conundrum. Why are our hands and feet like 

earth. 

I bet my old sandals, the answer is because they are 
made of earth. 

That's not very clever. Go on, and iny answer is not 
half so dull. 

hct*5 have it, then. Out with it, your pleasant wit I 
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Otir hands acd feet are like the earth because they are 
cracked and chapped and broken. See ? 

I (77iepeasants come together and examine each 

I other's hands as well as their own.) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Po you hear what they are saying—that plain fellow 
there, with SO much wisdom do bis heart? 

CHANNA 

Peasants are inlcresting fellows, Prince. 

SIDDHARTHA 

j Not merely interesting, they are wise. They ought to be. 

I They are all the while in touch with Nature. They are 
: the chiidren of the soil, the true nurslings of Nature 
[ untramelled by unnatural kingship and stupid code and 
I custom. The land must feel so happy to belong to them, 

CHANNA 

Prince, the laod is happy since it belongs to you; and 
they, your peasants, are’ happy to till it and sow it that 
harvests may swell and feed you.,. 

SIDDHARTHA 

How? I cannot see it. They toil and they till, they break 
the earth into grain and work out harvests. It is not 
merely rain that swells the coro, the wheat, the blades 
of rico .. . but the sweat of the peasant... you heard 
them say that. 

See how they sweat! drops trickle do wo tbar backs burned 
in the sun and tired of bending. Sweat. That’s the real 
rain which feeds our crops, yes, indeed; yes, Chanaa ? 
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CHANNA ^ .. ! 

According \o a law of our kingdom, ihoy must toil on 
lands which belong to you by right. You rouat not toil ; 
because you are a Prince, and your bands must always \ 
be kept clean. I 


SrDDHARTHA 

Qean hands are not as urgent as a clean conscience, i 

Channa. j 

(Opiage^ the horses rteigh) [ 


CHANNA ; 

Prince, our horses are getting restive, tet us return to i 

the palace. | 

SIDPHARTHA i 

No. I wish to toil with them for a while ; I want to see 
how it feels to toil as they do. 


CHANNA 

Prince, it is unprincely to toil. 

SIDDHARTUA 

It is unmanly to live on others'tell. 

{Siddhariha approcekesthepeasants. Channa follows 
him. The peasants bend before the Prince) 

Why do you bend before me? Surely, you are not 
blades of corn and I am not a scythe come hero to mow 
you down? 

FIRST PEASANT 

0 mighty Prince! we are unworthy to come within your 
shadow. 

SECOND PEASANT {whispering inio his ear) 

Fool, can’t you see that be casts no shadow at all? 
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THIRD PEASANT 

0 miracle 1 he is a god. Prince, you are a god. 
SIDDHARTIiA 

You must not insult man by calling him a god. Come, 
let me hear you chant your song, a few lines of it... 
I overheard you a while ago. How docs it go? Hayyo 
ayyahol bayyo ayyahol 

iTh£ peasants ehant the last "verse together while 
the Prince takes up a crowbar ini4 begins IC dig 
to the rhythm) 

CHANNA 

0 Prince 1 you aie out to break through all convention 
laid down by the State. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Convention? Often it is the invention of the devil. 
{tired, puis down the crowbar) O what a thing it is to toil. 
I am already tired. Yet, how these peasants, our toiling 
brothers, go on and on, in the rain, in the sun, without 
complaioing. 

CHANNA 

Would it not be pleasant. Prince, to rest awhile in the 
shade of yonder jambulanam tree? 

SIDDHARTHA 

I should like to {walks towards it and sits down under the 
tree. Channa and the peasants Stand at a distance. The 
Stage is dimly lit. A spot-light on Siddhariha, lost in medi¬ 
tation.) 

FIRST PEASANT 
He seems rooted in a dream. 
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CHANNA 
Hush, let him rest. 

{A Mendicofit, the same as appeared lo him earlier^ 
appears as iffrom nowhere) 

MENDICANT 
Siddbarthft 1 

SIDDHARTHA {open his eyes) 

You agaio? 

MENDICANT 

I come to remind you that you vill grow immorUl, master 
of the self and the lord of peace aod compassioD. Time 
is fleeting. Conquer yourself- You will then conquer 
the world. Conquest which rests dq a self that is un- 
conquered is shaky and unreal. It topples asd fails to 
bits. Time is fleeting. 

(lie vanished 

SIDDHARTHA (rising) 

Chanoal 

CHANNA 
Herel am, Prioce. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Let us return to the forest. 

CHANNA 

We are already in the forest. Prince. 

SIDDHARTHA 

1 meant the forest called the world. It is a deep dark 
forest icemiog with wild animals of desire and lust and 
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greed and falseliood. Panthers Qf greed, tigers of hate> 
^ bisoos of treachery .. . 

1 CHANNA 

: The King, your father, has had three palaces built for you. 

j And besides, your new*born infant, who has been o&med 
> Rahula after the dark planet Rabu... 

j SIDDHARTHA 

! Palaces? My infant? alas! one more victim added 
to the world of suffering ; and what palaoe-wall can 
prevent death from entering to claim its victims? Let 
I us go. 

I (A Aorr« nelgfu offstage) 

\ That is surely my Kanthak's neigh. Ko will yet take 
me to salvation- {He goes cut with Channa. Then 
\ we hear his voice addressing Kanthak — on the mike —the 
peasants listen) 

[ You understand, yes, you understand. I understand that 
you do; 1 understand that from your neigh which is so 
friendly, so wise, so knowing. Kanthak, my sweet 
■ horse ... I know you will lead me some day, some 
I day to ... salvation. Salvation for me and for you and 
\ for the whole world. 

' BLACKOUT 


SCENE TWO 


(Once again, the black backcloth against which 
shadowy mobled figures crowd, scarcely visible, 
like to uncanny presences. Only their voices can 
he heard coming out of the darkness out of which 
they seem to be carved.) 
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UNCANNY VOICES (in swifi succession) 

We must cast a spell oo the palace and put Its inmates 
into a deathlike sleep. 

A sleep which shall resemble death, but wake up after 
twenty-four hours. 

Nobody, not a soul, shall wake up before the Prince de¬ 
parts. 

Wc must put a spell on Kactbak, the horse which loves 
to neigh, so that be should forget to ncigb. He will bear 
the PTlncc away. Away, away to a distant destination. 
Without a neigh, without a neigh, away, away! 

The gates of the city shall open do their hinges without 
the faintest sound and the sentries shall be in a 
dead sleep at the moment. And after the Prince has 
passed the gates, they shall close after him without a 
sound. 

Oil their hinges well with our magic oil. 

Help every way to lead the Prince towards the fulfiloieni 
of his great purpose, his great hunger, his great destiny. 
Let us pack the air with our magic powders. 

((/ncanny music starts as though somewhere in the 
clouds, ^avenly music (O the humming of heavenly 
voices^ 


SCENE THREE 

(TTte curtain comes down and the forestoge reveals 
two Sentries. It is dark.) 

FIRST SENTRY {enters with a torch. A jackal howls 
in the distance) 

Night prowler feeding on the dead! 0 these jackals don't 
let the kingdom sleep, sometimes. They say: tie a knot 
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in your kerchief and they stop howling at once, the whole 
!ot of them. A knot in a kerchief ties up thdr chorus, 
that's what they say. They feed on the dead. But a 
jackal is not worse than some men who feed on the living. • 
That Deva Dutta fellow, for instance.., 


VOICE Utntry'g midnight password) 

BANSHEE 

FIRST SENTRY {replying) 

KALL OLI 

SECOND SENTRY {enters with a torcii) 

Good lord! the air is growing thick with a blackish brac¬ 
kish fog. I can taste some sort of the salty powder; seems 
as though unseen powers are out to choke the king¬ 
dom with their magic powders! Soon your toreh and 
ray torch will not he able to sec each other. 

FIRST SENTRY 

What a change has come over fhe kingdom since the 
Prince saw those three sights the King did not want him 
to see: the sick man, the old mao and the dead man. 

SECOND SENTRY 

Anyway, the night is black and 1 feel choked as if I were 
losing my voice... .And you? 

FIRST SENTRY 

I feel a weight on my lungs. I wonder if the oil which 
feeds our torches has a poison in it? It is disgusting, 
the sensation in my throat and in my lungs.. .,I begin 
to feel a sick man, an old man and a dead man all rolled 
* into one. 


BLACKOUT 
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SCENE POUR 

(The curtain rises on the sieeping chamber of the 
Princess Yashodara. The cage hangs by a chain 
from the ceiling. The parrot is asieep. Yoshodara 
toCt is asieep with her link irfant beside her. The 
marble basin in a corner receives the water drop 
by drop from a tap.) 

{Enter Siddfiartha, tiptoe.) 

SIDDHARTHA (solilcquisittg) 

So, this is ihc real nature of women sa they are made by 
the world and society. How the dancers sleep in the ball. 
How they lock when they relax. Their true selves. 
Sleep canceU will. The limbs loosen; the hair gets dishe* 
veiled, ihe mouth trickles with spittle. That’s what 
I have just seen and come. Loathsome, impure...yet 
man, deceived by costume and ornament, succumbs to 
woman’s lure. Woman. How hideous is the transfor¬ 
mation of the body in sleep. All those women asleep in 
die ball resembled the coip&c I saw the other day. How 
are they better, anyway? 

(Waking with a Start) 

Bui where ami now? 

In my own chamber, There she is; yet, how different. 
She looks like whot she is; an angel, a spirit. And look 
at the little Ibllow: an innocent form brought into the 
world through ignorance, 

Drop by drop, drop by drop, drip drip, O water from 
the tap. You resemble the tears of man. Hush. I 
must cot wake up the Princess and her babe. 

(Sends down and kisses Yoshodara's feet and then, 
the child's cheek. Siddkanha does not say a word. 
He rises and swiftly walks towards the door. At ' 
this point he seems to hesitate.) 
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SIDDHARTHA 

No, I must not look back- I must not look back. No... 
{so saying ht walks out of ih^ chamber briskly) 

BLACKOUT 

{Offstage, on the mike, in whispers) 

SIDDHARTHA’S VOICE 
ChacDal wake up. Quick. 

CHANNA’S VOICE 

My Lordl wbat has brought you here, so late at night? 
SIDDHARTHA'S VOICE 

My deatiny. Quick. Fetch me Kauthak at once. 

CHANNA^S VOICE 

At this dead hour of the night? 

SIDDHARTHA’S VOICE 

The darkest hour for me, and yet, the darkest hour before 
the dawn. Come. I will hnd a way out of this falsehood 
called life—as men live it. Bring me my Kanthak. Fetch 
him saddled. You shall accompany me. Don’t ask 
where. 

(The neigh of the horse) 

Good. Good. Are you ready? 

CHANNA’S VOICE 

But, my Lord, your father, your mother, your wife, your 
child. 

SIDDHARTHA’S VOICE 

Words,, .mere words. There Is no lime to lose. Time 
is fieeting. 

(Sound of trotting of horses) 




SIDDHARTHA-MAN OF PEACE 


0 Giannal 1 can breathe now. Out of the darkness 
into the light. 


SCENE FIVE 

(Tltey come /orestage, the llgkiing is dim.) 

SIDDHARTHA (gets off and strokes his horse) 

1 have been told that my father, the king, overthrew 
bis enemy in battle, mounting bis favourite horse, But 
you, Kanthak, are my favourite horse. Act so that I, 
too, might overthrow my eueruy, that I, too, miglit con¬ 
quer. I am out to conquer, not mao, but the enemy of 
man. Wrong desire. You understand? Untruth, hate, I 
greed. 0 Kanthak, how grateful I am to you. And i 
Chann a, to you, as well! Peace.. .peace.. .peace for you { 
aod me and for the entire world I 

BLACKOUT 

SCENE SIX ; 

(/« the darkness the whinhig of a dog somewhere, an \ 
uncanny, ominous whine, The curiam goes up and 
when the stage is lit it reveals the chamber of she 
King and the Queen who have obviously awakened 
by the sound of that bark^ 


KJKG 

Queen, did you hear that sound? It sounded like the 
cry of some wandering spirit. 

\ 

QUEEN 

It is only the whining of some poor dog in the distant 
village. 
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KING 

No no« it sounded close by; in fact, it seemed to come 
out of my sleep. 

QUEFN 

Your imaginatioD has takes os a fever. 

KING 

1 hope all is well. How horrible the whine of a dog can 
render the widnighi. A whole graveyard seems to in¬ 
habit a dog's whine at midoighcl 

QUEEN 

Go to bed, Sire! It is still the hour of the dead of night. 
KING 

I( seems the hour of the dead. I am feeling strange. I 
om feeling as though 1 have already died and been 
gathered up among the dead. 

QUEEN 

Try and sleep a little more. 

KING 

A little more? Why, 1 haven't slept a wink. I have 
been awake, counting the moments drip like tiny drops 
of blood out of my own heart 

QUEEN 

Why is your heart so troubled, my Lord? 

KING 

1 cannot explain why. The human heart is a very strange 
invention of Nature, almost the most cruel invention, I 
am inclined to suspect. 
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QUEEN 

You are evidently troubled about Prince Siddhartlia. 

KING 
1 am. 

CHORUS 

The hour is in flower, 

The dark « withdrawn, 

The sorrow of life is transformed to a power 
Ample as dawn. 

The moment is ripe, 

No clamour, no rumble 

Of loud celebration, no shrieking of pipe, 

No clanging of gong, no beating of drum, 

Since ripeness is wisdom and wisdom is humble. 

The moment is ripe, 

Stained with wann juices appears a new dawn, 
Lust is bereft of its claws, the tiger is losing Its 
stripe, 

Out of the fang of the serpent the bite is withdrawn, 
No clan^ng of cymbal, no rumble of drum, 

In ignorant grief, earth sobs: He has gone! 

While the heavens iorapture chant: He has comet 


QUEEN 

Your Court Astrologer has cast his horoscope, and what 
a fine horoscope it has turned out to be, Kfngl The 
Prince was bom under a lucky star! 

KING 

Astrologers are liars who pretend to be in touch with 
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stars, (the dog whinex again) O bow dark it is tonight 
and b ow that dog cuts tbe d orkncss with its wh i nc. Stars ? 
There arc no stars.. .and astrologers are dead I 

BLACKOUT 

(Through tho darkntss comes the voice of Sitidkarthc^ 
SIDDHARTHA’S VOICE 

I will not return to you sad, beautifbl dty! my city of 
Kapilavastu! sad and lovely city! 

I shall not return until 1 have gone beyond death and tbe 
misery of life, bringing back to you a message of peace. 
Nay, Dot only to you but to the whole world which needs 
it urgently and always- 

FarcwcU to all sentient and insentient things. Farewelll 
until I bring to them all a message of tnie and everlasting 
release: until then, farewelll 


SCENE SEVEN 

(On the 16mm. screen faintdayjning light; across the 
sky, a flight of white doves. Ethereal music sounds 
for a short space, the screen grows blank and the 
forestage is slovrly lit up revealing Siddkartha, 
Channa and the horse, Kanihak.) 

SIDDHARTHA 

Time is only a myth. How swiftly we have covered dis¬ 
tance. Here we are: far, far away from the city of my 
birth, from the city of your birth, from tbe city of the birth 
of our horse, Kanthak. You have done me great kind¬ 
ness, both of you.. .you, Channa and you. Kanthak, two 
of the noblest of bumau frieods I have had all ray life. 
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This spot makes me feel a true warrior, and for the first 
lime {he unlooses his ornaments and hands them over to 
Chmna.) Here, Channa! lake this jewel (removing the 
erovn from his head) and this crown,—take them to ray 
father, the earthly King, and with them give him a message, 
from me. With the jewel and the crown placed at hi$ 
feet you must make repeated obeisance to him and 
pvc him this message: 

] have entered the penance grove to pm an end to 
birth and death. Not from lack of affection, nor 
from anger have 1 left the palace and the fhmily 
and the kingdom. 

You should not grieve for me, since I have left 
them all behind with a purpose and for a purpose. 
Tell him, Channa 1 that I asked you to give him 
this message: 

I shall not return until I have solved the riddle of 
the inequality which exists in his kingdom—until 
1 find the secret which brings about harmony 
between man and man, thereby making all men 
equaL 

(Ch 0 ina weps and does not say a word. Quietly he 
hears the jewel and the crown. Makes obeisance 
before the prince. Kcmthak neighs while Siddhartha 
strokes its mane gently.) 

SIDDHARTHA 

You must not weep. This is hardly an occasion for 
weeping. It is tbe moment which marks the victory of 
Lie over death. Farewell.... 

{The stage grows dim. Siddhartha goes out one way 
and CJianna, leading Kanihak, the other.) 
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CHORUS (Eni6r) 

Alas! he has fled. Under cover of darkness he left us to 
weep, 

The sun is veUed in sorrow aud life on the earth grows dim, 
His absence for us is a bitter aod long farewell to sleep, 
The kingdom is one red sleepless eye that is looking for 
him. 

The deer of the forest, the birds of the air have lost all 
track 

Of their speed and their flight— 

An inky shadow, the shadow of death, has darkened the 
sun.' 

The clouds and waters cry out !q deep anguish: Prince! 
come back! 

Was it right, was it right 

That you should have left us and fled in the darkness as 
you Imve done? 

Alas! he has fled. The cup of our sorrow is full to the 
brim, 

The kingdom is one red sleepless eye that Is looking for 
him. 

BLACKOUT 

CHORUS {£xit) 

SCENE EIGHT 

(Ruie fn light, revealing the Announcer with the drum) 
ANNOUNCER 

City of Kapil avastu! listen. The Prince is missing. A 
huge award of ten thousand suvarnas will be ^ven to the 
one who traces out the prince and brings him back. 

BLACKOUT 

{In the darkness a jumble of voices ); The Prince 
is missing. Alas! 
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Disappeared stealthily. A curse on our sentries. The * 
Prince has gone mad. Channa, too, is missing. And 
Kanthak. They are in league, 0 0 Ol 

{ff'hi/e on the i6 mm, screen^ we see shots of ike 
parrot in the cage helplessly pecking at the bars. A 
A rat gnawing at a drum, tearing its membrane. ’ 
A spider weaving its web round a strlTiged insiru' 
ment. A crowd of sobbing women going down a 
lane and other shots to show the neglect of music 
and pleasure fn the palace since the disappearance 
of the Prince.) 

SCENE NINE I 

{The screen grows blank and in the darkness a spot* 
light Is turned on To Channa and Kanthak:) \ 

{Kanthak neighs wildly and drops to the ground) 

CHANNA 

Poor Kanthak! you arc more a human creature than a 
horse You feel as a human b^ng does. 1 underdtaod 
your agony, t wonder if you understand mine. Perhaps, 
we «hare the selfsame agony. But wc shall not prove 
traitors to the great cause to which our Prince and Master 
has dedicated his life from this day. Arise, Kanthak 1 
Come, now, Kanthak! you are not a coward! We are 
warriors, we who have served the greatest warrior of all. 

{Kanthak gets up and slowly begins to trot alongside 
Channa) 

BLACKOUT 

{In the darkness commentary, on the mike) 

COMMENTATRY 

And rrow the city gales are visible. The sentries have 
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caught sight of Channa and Kamhak. Hear what they 
have to say. 


SCENE TEN 

FIRST SENTRY’S VOICE 

Here they come, the horse and the ass. 

SECOND SENTRY’S VOICE 

You mean Cbanua, the an, and Kunihak^ the horse! 
hi hi hi( Traitors, both of them. 

FIRST SENTRY’S VOICE 

And ril be hanged if they are not both hanged. What 
arc they if not iraiiOTB! to have helped our dear 
Prince to have escaped from the kingdom. 

SECOND SENTRY'S VOICE 

He was our kingdom., .not only our future King, 
(Channo's vofee “Open ihe gates") Can you hear the ass 
braying? 

(ITtestage is revealed as the curtain goes %ip in dark¬ 
ness; on either side of the stage is a sentry-box. 
Channa enters.) 

FIRST SENTRY 

Well, Brothcrl you ask us now to open the gales. You 
did not ask us to open the gates when you fled like a 
coward, a thief, a traitor. You fool! you ass! you have 
cooked your own goose. 

SECOND SENTRY 

Now that we have opened the gates, kindly don't open 
your mouth. Nobody is going to believe a word of what 
you are going to say about what you have done. 
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CHANNA 
Believe me.... 

FIRST SENTRY 

You have proved a (raitor; now don't make it worse by 
proving a liar. Where’s that wondcrrul horse? 

SECOND SENTRY {pofni/ng fn rke dfsfimce) 

There he is. Not leas a tiaiior than our brotiier here. 
Everybody spoilt tb&t wretched animal by calling him 
white as the snow of Himalaya and all that sort of rub* 
bi$h. Appearances are deceptive, they say, and damn 
me if that isn't true. 

FIRST SENTRY 

But, 'pon my word I it is a mystery, all said and done. 
Hew could they have gone out of tbe city when the gates 
were bolted and barr^? 

SECOND SENTRY 

And fastened with heavy padlocks bigger than the fists 
of giants. And the joke is that we hold the keys I 

(Drawifig them from h\s 
FIRST SENTRY 

The way things seem to be going, padlocks seem more 
easily broken than wedlocks. (Jaxightef). 

SECOND SENTRY 

Tbe Prince has broken his wedlock easy enough ... 
CHANNA 

Don't talk of cbe Prince with such levity, 1 tell you. 

{The wrgA/ftg owslde cf Kanihak) 
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SENTRIES 

You have forfeited the right of taking hi$ name. 

Leave alone speaking up for bicn. 

FIRST SENTRY 
’Pon my honour, 1 say ,.. 

SECOND SENTRY 

If either you or I have any honour left at all, after what 
has happened. Wc shall now be dismissed; we shall he 
accused of aiding and abetriog. 

{Suddenly a huge furore and crowds stream in) 

CROWD-VOICES 

Where is the Prince? Where is the Prince? 

Where is the mighty Bull of the Sakya Clan? 

O where? Show him to us. We want to sec him. 

Is this al] a hoax? Is this a jest put across the whole 
kingdom? 

Where is our Prince, our beloved Prince? 

Traitors, you! We want our Prince back. 

You, Channel friend of the Prince! fell us, where is the 
Prince? 

(A Uttie fellow leads Kanihak in jeering at him) 
Chi! look at this horse. Not ashamed of himself. They 
say It was he who took away our Prince! 

Both Channa and Kantbak should be publicly executed 
in the public sc^uarol Justice! wc want justice) Justice) 

CHANNA (standing beside Kaiuhak) 

Listen, angry crosvds of Kapilavastul 

VOICES 

Down with the traitor. Wc don’t want to listen to his 
voice. 
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It is &n insult to our ears to hear a traitor's voice. It 
does net ring true. It is filied with poiion. It is packed 
with deceit. 

Down with Channa. the traitorl 
No, no. ‘We must give him a chance to speak. He has 
ft right to explain himself. . He has a right to (elJ us wbat 
he has to tell us, that is, if he has anything to tell us. 

CHANNA 

By your leave, ye inbabhaucs of the city of Kapilavastu! 
Usteu! I am not guilty. 

VOICES 

■you are! You are! 

Let hint speak. Let ue hear him out. 

CHANNA 

I am not guilty! By all that is holy, I am not guilty. 
And I swear this by the One who is the holiest of all holy 
things gv'er inade by the Creator: ilxe Prince himself. The 
Prince has now turned mendicant. 1 swear by him that 
1 nm not guilty. The Prince commanded us to bear 
him across weary leagues and we only obeyed him. The 
gods seemed to help him. 

VOICES 

Helped by two devils: you and the horse. 

CHANNA 

Kanthak seemed to sprout into wings and fly across 
liic firmament covering an eight-day distance within a 
few hours. 

VOICES 

Have you ever heard such a fairy Caie? (m&eking 
laughter) 



HARINDRANATH CHATTOPADHYAYA 


I«7 


CHANNA 

BeUcvc me, ye people of ICftpUavastu! it was a miracle. 
The gods seemed to be on his side. We were helpless. 
We left him at a lonely spot and he ordered us to retumi 
and here we have returned, broken-hearted and dejected. 
Here is bis crown and here the jewels he has sent back to 
the King, his father. 

FIRST SENTRY 

He is a fit case for the menial asylum. 

SECOND SENTRY 

They may not lake him in. By contrast, the other 
lunatics would appear and fbel sane and then, there would 
be no end of trouble, (laughter). 

BLACKOUT 

(The surging voices of the crowds coMinite <ind 
fade out gradually.) 


SCENE ELEVEN 

{pie light is <m again and the stage reveals a cham¬ 
ber In the palace) 

YASHODARA 

What is that? The multitudes shouting ., . 

(Maliika rushes in excited) 

MALLIKA 

0 Lady, Lady! only the charioteer Chanoa and the 
horse Kanthak seem Co have returned. 

(Another Maid rushes in followed by yet another) 
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MAID 

The back of the horse is vacant. 

ANOTHER 

So the world is vacant, that's why. Alasl Lady! the 
Prince has net returned. 

(77te voices of she crowds outside) 

YASHODARA 

No, that can never be. The crowds would not have 
shouted as they are doin$. They are weioomiag the 
Pnnee back. 

MAIDS 

He has cornel He has come! since the Princess says so ... 

O joy! joy! joy!- 

We abal! darken our eyes with coUyrium ali over again. 

We shall paint our nails with henna. 

And twine jewelled chains in our tresses. 

1 shall wear a necklace of pearl round my throat. \ 

Aad I shall put on my anklet-bells and dance before the | 
Prince. ; 

0 joy, joy, joy! we thought we had lost him. 

How happy wc are to thick that we were mistaken. 

(Efifer Channa downcast) 

YASHODARA 

Channs! why do you come so haggard and dowocut? 

CHANNA ■[ 

Lady! (he falls at her feet) 

YASHODARA 

The Prince has repeatedly told you all never to bead 
before anybody. Where is the Prince? ' 
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I don*i know what to say, Lady. 

YASHODARA 
Where is the Prince? 

MAIDS 

Where is the Prince? O whore is the Prince? 
CHANNA 

He has gone far, far away. He is no more a Prince< 
He i$ now a mendicant. 

(A crowd of servimts eomcs in, sobbing) 

0 he has gone, gone forever! 

(Jiahul rushes in) 


RAHUL 

Ma! were is father? 

YASHODARA (impulsively lifts him up and kisses him 
profusely) 

Little blossom I pearl of my womb! how shall we survive 
now that the sunshine has gone out of our lives? 

(Followed by Jester enters King Suddhodana, 
calmly. All stand back) 


KING 

Nobody is to blame. The sage Asita Muni was right. 
The words of a sage are the seal of destiny. 


JESTER 

And the words of astrologers, my King, arc full of 
density! hi hi hi! 
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YASHODARA 

0 0 0? what have you done. Channa! {Thf nei^kin^ 
of Konihak is heard) 

{Addressing Kandiok heking across side-wing.) 
\oK brute! You white brute, Kanthaktyou who hide 
a black heart inside your white body] Have you a 
heart at all? You, heartless brute I 
{Wild neighing, offstage) 

You couldn’t neigh the night you took my lord away 
from ray side. You couldn't tear the darkness with your 
neighing to wake us up. You behaved like a treacherous 
brute. 

You did. Downright treacherous, lecherous brute. .. 
hateful, ungrateful brute! Kanthak! 

(Turning to Ch<mna) 

And what happened to you, Cbannal you could at least 
have waked us up in time, in time to stop him. You 
are oot dumb like Kaothak. You are not ao animal. 
You possess a mouth which could have shrieked and 
waked us up. You could have shrieked and waked up 
the whole kingdom if only you bad wanted. 

You could have waked up the whole sleeping world. 

CHANNA [very quietly) 

The Prince has depart^ lo order, one day, to wake up a 
sleeping world. Blame us not. Kamhak and 1 were 
helpless. We were helpless instruments in bis bands. 
The Invisible gods helped the visible Qod among men 
to go towards bis goal. We were under a spell. Neither 
Kanthak nor I could utter a sound. 

YASHODARA {turning abruptly to her maids) 

And were you all dead when he left? And who opened 
the city-gates for them to pass? You ... you .. - 
you I Send for the sentries who were on duty that 
night. You were all in league. 
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CHANNA 

Lady, rh6 sods wore in league with ibe Prince, iho God 
among meo. 

{The parrot in the cage shouis hi lerrible gricj) 
YASHODARA 

0 choke that parrot! I can't bear its shriek any longer. 

A MAID (g&es icwards cage) 

Shut up! 

YASHODARA 

Mallika! take Rahul to the nursery. 

Go, dearl Mallika will play with you. 

(Adallika lakes J^ahuJ away. Enter Two 
Senirles) 

FIRST SENTRY 
Salutations to the Princess. 


SECOND SENTRY 

To the Princess my salutations. 

YASHODARA 

How do you explain what has happened? 

KING 

Yaaliodara! it is nobody’s fault. The sage Asita Muni 
said he would go away from us, and a sage is after all 
a divine seer. 

CHANNA 

Here, King! are the jewel and the crown he has sent back 
to you, his father. And with it, he has sent this message— 
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h« said; tell my father, the earthly kiag, I shall not retura 
until I have solved,the riddle of the inequality which exists 
in his kingdom; until I find the secret which brings about 
harmony between mao and man, thereby making all meo 
equal. 

KINO 

1 shall engrave hia message on the tablet of my heart, 

{He Vfalks out slowly) 

YASHODARA 

Jester! you need not remaio here. Follow the King. 
He needs you (o cheer him up. 

JESTER 

Aod you, Princess? 

YASHODARA 

I wish to be left alone with my sorrow [jester goes out) 
Sentries! I ask you. How did It happen? 

SENTRIES 

It is passing strange. T think Chaona Is right. The gods 
were in league with the Prince. We do not know how it 
happened. It is nothing short of a miracle. 

YASHODARA 

O fools! fools! you don't know what you have all done! 
0 Kanthakl you have betrayed me! You don’t know 
what you have done! 

(One last neigk and a ikud) 

CHANNA (looklrtg offstage, riuhes out) 

0 0 0! Kantbak! Kauthak! you couldn’t bear the 
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sorrow of separation from the Prince; you couldn't bear 
the accusation levelled against you. You are deodl 
{Comes back) 

Lad}^ Kantbak is dead! 

YASHODARA 

Dead? Luckier than we are! 

(Curtain) 


ACT SIX 

SCENE ONE 

SIDDHARTHA (alone in a forest, addressing a tree. 

He is very pak and emaciated.) 

O tall silent tree! friend of my loneliness. How beautiful 
you are. If only men could learn to stand as quiet as 
you against the vest horizon of an understanding of 
existence. Silent under all circumstances. Untroubled 
by lightnings unruffled by thunder, unworried by changing 
weathers. Look at your smile! Yes, I understand. 
You smile at my state of mind which is restless. How 
Savely, how magnificently you lift up your boughs to 
the sky. As though you were worshipping some god 
beyond. Yet, there is no god greater than man. Alas, 
but men are so broken and troubled, and so forgetful of 
the truth all the time, all the time. 1 shall not rest until 
I have found a cure for the sorrow and the wretchedness 
of life. 

{Moves away from the tree and goes to another spot) 
How quiet, bow very quiet. This forest understands 
peace. How unlike the kingdom I have left behind. 
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There is no strife here... only pesce, deep deep un* 
broken peace. 

{Suddeniy shocked at what he notices) 

What’ 

{HelyUss, inumitient croaking of a frog, as when 
n is caught in the mouth of a serpent) 

Peace! where is peace? Surely the world was not made 
by some heartless monster who enjoys himself through the 
pain of creatures! The world was not made by some 
ruthless demon who plays with fomts just by way of jest I 
No, I will not beheve that, in spite of all that comes b^ore 
my path. The world was made out of our thoughts, our 
altitudes. We make the world, we make the world. 
Ugly thoughts in us become ugly things outside us. 0 
if only man could always he just and kind, and beautiful 
within the heart. Then there would never bo sorrow and 
strife and death; all is wrong desire, wrong desire. If 
only we could eecape it! 0! 

{He moves from one spot to another) 

So, there is no happiness anywhere) Is killing, then, 
the sole law of life? How reetiess I am becoming. 
Peace. Was my father right, after all? Peace was a lie, 
he said. No. T will not be taken in by what my father 
said. Peace is not a lie. I will find it. I must. No 
matter how difficult the path, 1 will tread it. 

{He seats himself on a rook in contemplation. The 
voices of Hoture now speak to him) 

A PAIR OF PARROTS 

Peace, peace! Look for peace, peace. You will find 
peace, peace. 
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A PAIR OF ANTELOPES 

Since, Prince, you ere looking for peace, you will find 
peace. 

(^They come close to SidJharifta who,wifkoui opening 
his eyes, strokes them gently) 

SIDDHARTHA (slowly opening hts eyes) 

Sweet creatures of tbe forest) You parrots of the wild! 
you do not speak what you arc taught, but what you know; 
unlike tbe parrots we capture and cage for our own plea* 
sure. Pleasure! To capture free creatures and cage 
thein, that is man's idea of sport and pleasure. 

(To ike antelopes) 

And you, sweet sad-eyed creatures! Why do you come 
to me? T can give you nothing. My hands are empty. 

VOICE (from somewhere) 

But your heart is fulh 

A BIRD’S VOlCfi (from an unseen branch) 

You say you have nothing to give? You will. You 
will. You will give everything to everybody. Some day, 
Some day. 

SIDDHARTHA 

O Nature) how clear and sweet are your numerous 
voices. 

(Enters an Ascetic) 

ASCETIC 

Tbe whole sky is as the hollow of a divine palm spread 
over your head. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Are you a spirit wandering tbe outer ways of the world 
with purpose? 
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ASCETIC 

You are unaccustomed to the forest. It 1$ all so wild 
and lonely here. You seem used to luxury and comfort 
and crowded places. 

SfDDHARTHA 

I am a begg&r, seeking alms. | 

ASCETIC 

Alma? 

SIDDHARTHA 

1 have come here to seek alms of peace. 1 want peace. i 

i 

ASCBHC ! 

You come to seek the most precious thing anybody j 
could ever seek. Listen I f can give you what you are 
looking for; there is only one way to get it. Thai is by 
blowing out the tire of illusion, scorching the body which 
is built out of illusion, 

SIDDHARTHA 

IlIuaioD? But I have already reduced my body to a 
skeleton. 

ASCETIC 

When the body gets emaciated, through penaiice> the soul 
begina to glow like a lamp for the first time. You need f 
to ioteosiiy your penance.. 

gees out like a mrlous spirit hardly seeming to J 
walk on the earth) I 


VOICES OF NATURE {from ail sides) 
No, no. No, no. No, no. 

Give it up. Give it up. 
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The wrong wny. The wrong way, 

Give n up. 

The iniddlc pailx. The middle path. The middle path, 
(SiMarlha is stirred by these l/tt/e vcices. Folk 
music sowufs from a chse-hy vHlafte and, saan, a 
troupe of young MUkmaUh enters, dancins a folk 
dance. S!ddl>artha retires to the rock) 

SUJATA (daughter of a HerdsmarC) 

Everything everywhere longs for a lover. 

(The other Milknuiids tease her) 

ONE MILKMAID 

Bui the iruc one Is hard to discover. 

ANOTHER 

Tlie love in her bosom seems to iransmuie her. 
ANOTHER 

Yci no human lover seems to suit her! (lai^hier aU round) 
SUJATA 

Although you ure saying things in jest 
What you have guessed you have rightly guessed. 
(Laughter again) 

ONE MILKMAID 

In that case, Sisters! wc’JI have to apply to the gods for 
a bridegroom for her. 

ANOTHER 

And be will descend from the starry vault 
Without a blemieh> without a fault. 

(Teasing Sujata who seems ha/flost in a trance) 
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SUJATA 

Although you are sayiog all this for spite, 

I tell you, what you are aaying is right. 

{Lankier amon^ the MiJkmaitht) 

ONE MILKMAID 

O ho ho! so her marriage day 

Will come when the ages It&ve passed away 

And she has grown old and her love is an ember 

Longer dead than the gods can remember. 

(A^ain faughter. A st^iieaky liifU felhw, who has 
been wofidcring aboui the forest, suddenly emerges 
from rAe distance and comes to the group of maids 

\t‘itk news) 

BOY (f» a stfueaky vofee) 

0 Mother I O Auntie! 0 anybody and everybody! 
a staring thing is in the forest. 

A MILKMAID 
An owl in the daytime! 

BOY 

No owl, but a cage of bones with two eyes that stare. 
ANOTHER MILKMAID 

Then it must be a carcase, the carcase of some dead beast 
with exposed eyeballs. 

ANOTHER 
Does it stink? 

BOY 

No, it doesn't stink, but it smells {he closes his eyes and 
sniffs) 0 what shall I tell you. It smells... act sticks. 
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A MILKMAID 

What’s Ibe difference, Uitle goat ? 

BOY 

It smells .... of flowers, 

SUJATA 
ril go and see. 

MILKMAIDS (;eA/«g/y)' 

Perhaps, he is your lover come down from the sky earlier 
than you had expected! 0 bo ho! O ho ho! 

(SuJaiagQes lotvards ihe fOck,whif^,fiom a distanct, 
ihe Milkmaids watch her. Sujata bends before 
him and, then, after a pause, s/ie suddenly turns 
j back and comes towards her compaulofis In $reai 

I excitement.) 

I 

I SUJATA {Pushed in the face) 

GO O' 

ONE MILKMAID 
! Somethiog is wrong with her. 

ANOTHER 

I She seems to have gone mad. 

ANOTHER 

It is difficult to tell as to who is mad and who is not. 
SUJATA 

0 Sisters! Sisters! I have beheld him. 

A MILKMAID 

What oews of the cage of bones which smells like 
flowers 1 
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SUJATA 

Come, let us adore Him. He has come. My Lover has 
come. Let us adore Him with bowls of milk. He fs a 
god come dowr to earth and, through penance, become 
emaciated. He has not eaten for months. 

A MILKMAID 

Bui a god is not expected to eat. 

{Laughter) 

ANOTHER 

No. this is no time for jesting. Look at her eyes. Look 
at her eyes. How they have changed. They have a new 
light in them. 

ANOTHER 

Possibly, he, too, has been in love with Sujata. for years 
and years. And that is why he is so emaciated. 

SUJATA {dreamily) 

He must be in love, indeed; He alone seems capable of 
love. Tt is only a Lover who can become such a cage cf 
bones! And yet, how stubborn hard He seems in every 
muscle ; and what a light in his eyes, what blinding splend' 
our. My God I 

MILKMAIDS 

Anyway. Let us go and s«e him. It sounds u$ thougli vve 
have really never seen such a creature on earth before. 
There’s no harm in seeing him. Who knows? Sujaia 
may be right. He may be a god, for aught we know. 

{Siddharihei himself cemesforward, with slow delibi’ 
role steps towards the Milkmaids. Sujata immed> 
aiely spreads her veil as a seat for him.) 
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MILKMAIDS 

Goodness 1 He comes himselt towards us. 

So. this is Sujata's lovei. 

Bridegroom from heaven. Looks as if there is famine 
there. 

Hush. Can't you sec? He is unusual. The closer 
becomes to us the more do we feel him. 0, ..the young 
goat was right. He smells like flowers! 

Yes, be does....like jasmines. 

No, like a hundred flowers in one. (ifie ji/<7itwa/rfj close 
iheir eyes as if trying to capture the fragrttnce) 

SIDDHARTHA {addressbig Si^ata) 

May you be blessed. 

SUJATA (placing a bowl of milk at His feel) 

Pray, accept this bowl of milk and render it holy. 

SIDDHARTHA 

Thrice holy motherhood! I accept your gift, I who am 

your child. 

A MILKMAID (to Another) 

Calls her motherhood.. .not even mother I Funny sort 
of lover, that. 

ANOTHER 

And he calls himself her child. Never heard of such 
a lovo^aflair in all history. 

ANOTHER (rather overpowered) 

It passeth all human understanding. 

SIDDHARTHA 

The human understanding is veiled. It is full of subter¬ 
fuges. 
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VOICES OF NATURE 

The niiddle putb. The middle path! 


SUJATA 

Pray, Lord of splendour! renounce renunciation. Re« 
nounce asceticism. It is h doubtful path- The middle 
path is best of all. 

SIDDHARTHA 
1 desire to end all desire. 

SUJATA 

Even the desire to end desire is itself a desire, my Lord, 

VOICES OK NATURE 

The middle path. The middle path. 

BLACKOUT 

{In the darkness mocking laughter. Ccnmeniary 
on the rnike offstage^ 


COMMENTARY 

The laughter that you arc hearing is the moclting laughter 
of the l^ve Disciples of Siddbartha whom they accepted 
as tbeir master after he turned an ascetic. 


SCENE TWO 

(Ti^fc foresioge is lit up, revealing the Five Disciples, ! 
laughing fkeir sides out) 

DISCIPLES 

0 ho ho ho hoi what h fine master we accepted to serve. . 
Perfect renunciation. He renounced, not his life, but bis i 
wife. Came all tbe way here to find another. 
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Renounced the whole kingdom to seek tiiis woman, this 
daughter of a herdsman in a wild, god>for$aken foiest. 
Gave up crystal jars of honey for an earthe n bowl of milk I 
We refuse to be with him any longer. 

{Efiter StiMkartha, Sujata foUowhig him) 

Chi! you false ascetic. We thought you had renounced 
the world. We now find we must renounce you, 
You disgrace asceticism. Chi! false ascetic, {they 
out in a great hu0) 

{Crowds of herdsmen ojul their famifiesappearon the 
foresiage; also yowig boys a?id girls full of joy and 
exciiemenl. A cowherd is playing on his bamboo 
fUae,) 

AN OLD HERDSMAN 

Pray, young Si re I return from where you have cuoie. 
SIDDHARTKA 

That’s just what I am trying to do. 

ANOTHER HERDSMAN 
What’s he saying ? 

SIDDHARTHA 

I,am trying to go back from where I have come. If only 
we could go back to that place from where wc have all 
come. We were born out of truth and to truth must we 
return. 

AN OLD HERDSMAN 

Sire, this forest is no place for such as you. Look at 
your hands and feet; how soft they are. You look like 
a prince used to soft carpets of plush and flowers, not to 
the thorny pathways of a forest. 
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A YOUNG HERDSMAN 

Sccirs lo be ibe son of a wealthy father. 

ANOTHER 

And the son of a beautiful mother. 


ANOTHER 

Or, at ieasc the son of some wealthy widow. 
ANOTHER 

Go back, Sire. Go back to (he world you Itave come 
from, 

VOICES OF NATURE 

No, no, no. The middle path. The middle path. 
SIDDHARTHA 

1 pray you, all of you go back to the world from which 
you have come- I would be left alone. 

{Tlie a'vwtii Uispursv. Sujaia alone is left as ihoagh 
xhf had become his shadow) 


BLACKOUT 

{In ihf darkness the mocking laughter of the Five 
Disciples is repeated, a sort of echo tn the memory^ 

False ascetic. 

Chi! you have insulted asceticism. O ho ho hoi 


{CuriairC) 
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ACT SEVEN 

SCENE ONE 

(Full moon day—on thf day of enlighfenmen/,) 

{Siddhariha is seated under the BO‘Tree, his eyes 
fixed on a point within the heart. RolU?ig of deep- 
throated drums. Mara, the Vernon, enters along with 
his numerous daughters, and sons.) 

MARA 

Com& hither, gentle daughters! atid come hither, noble 
sons! 

CAPRICE 

Father! some strange distress seems weighing on your 
mind. 

DELIGHT 

Wbat grief dare wither my father's mighty heart? 

MARA 

Come, sweet son, Wantonoess! 

My son. Caprice! my dear sod, Gaiety! 

And you, my daughters; Discontent and Thirst 
And passionate Desire! 1 want to bless you.... 

For the last time, my children) I caress you 
Since I. the God of Love, who have through ages 
Held sole, unchaUenged sway even over sages. 

Over austcro ascetics, ruaster-seers, 

1 , who have been, through cecturies of years. 

Monarch of human hearts... I, God of Love, 

Am now about to perish. 
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CHILDREN 
You never can 

Perish. ..you nevor shall, great God of Love, 

Our powerful parent [ 

MARA 

Yonder lo! a man 

Who dares (o dream alone and tread above 
My knowledge and my will. T cannot shake him 
Out from bis slumbers. Nay! I cannot wake him 
Out of his trance. Behold! 1 cannot make him 
One of my captives. 

CHILDREN 

Father! we shall break him. 

(Hersy terrific mwtic of enchaUmint starts. Maroy 
with his six offsprings, approaches Sidtihartha who 
is now attained to Buddhahood) 

MARA 

Afraid of death and old age and disease.... 

Oof! and you are a warrior, if you please) 

Come, give up all this farce. What man attains 
To real liberation except through chains: 

Go back, go back from where you came. Go back! 

CHILDREN 
Go back. 

Go back. 

Go back. 

Go back. 

Oo back. 

MARA 

Or, if you will not, Prince? be sure and firm 
About your vow, since here I hold a dart 
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Of love which strikes, swift-rendering man a worm, 
Imprinting what a wound upon the heart! 

{Gautam stis silent, his eyes become slits through 
which a atrious smile of hfended pity tmd compassion 
seems le gleatn.) 

What) do you dare lo deem you are exempt 
From love? What! do you hold us in contempt? 

Strike, Daughters! strike him with your lightning rods, 
Your darts which have demolished prouder gods! 

(To the soun/f of deep’voiced drums vdiick roU and 
roll mcreasing hi volume and tempo, moment w mo- 
metit, darts are being hurled at Gawam who sits 
rooted like a tree in a s/orm. The daiighlers begin 
to shriek, as ihough stung by invisible snakes.) 

DAUGHTERS 

O O O our arrows seem to return to us transformed into 
red'fanged serpents. They bite us. ..our life is ebbing. 
0 OOl 

SONS 

He dares to make us perish. We shall see! 

MARA 

So, you, too, have your arrows. ..you have powers 
Which have unveiled our arrows tipped with flowers. 
Revealing serpents which they hid so long, 

SONS 

Father 1 give us leave to let loose our secret weapons of 
destruction. We will overthrow him- Sir! you have 
done wrong by slaying our sisters, Discontent, Thirst 
and Desire, You have done your worst, and now we’ll 
follow suit. 
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(Here folhws a masni/iccfil Ballet of dark Forcas 
which may be based on the old dancc’drama form 
of the kathakati. The characters in the ballci are:) 

Boars, Fishes, Horecs, Asses, Camels, Tigers, 
Bears, lions, Bfepbanis, One>eyed creatures. 
Creatures with pendulous bellies, Three-headed 
Monsters, Speckled half-brutes, etc. etc. 


(They carry as weapons lanceSy Ja^Hns, chuu\ 
clubs, trcC'Uunks, swords etc.) 

THE BALLET STARTS. THE DRUMS ARE 
SO TBRRJFICTHAT THEY ALMOST SEEM 
TO BURST THE HEAVENS AND CRACK 
THE EARTH INTO TWO PIECES. THE 
EARTH GETS DARKENED AND SMOKE 
RISES FROM THB FOUR QUARTERS 
FIRES SUDDENLY SEEM TO LEAP UP 
IN SPASMS. THE ENTIRE BALLBT IS 
ONE OF DREAD AND TERROR. 


(There are short periods dariit^ the ballet when the 
sounds seem to fade out. During such periods 
voices are heard ohove the fading sound.) 

Ha ha haf what a fool! What a coniempiible fool! 
To have renounced a beautiful wife and a lovely son, 
No, no. It is pulling it too politely. He is not just a 
fool. A fool can be forgiven. He is an unforpvablc 
criminal. 

MARA’S VOICE 

Strike at the pretender! The sclf-iermed sage! Strike 
at our most dangerous enemy. He has already slain 
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my daughters Discontent, Thirst and Desire. Soon he 
\vill sUy my sons, too. my sons Caprico, Wantonoess 
and Gaiety! Strike him! Ruthless be our blows. Strike 
him dead. Strike him dead) 

(From every side Echo repeals: strike him dead, 
Sirike him dead.) 

Wlial is he if not our bitterest enemy, the one who leaves 
(he path of pleasure and lust and desire? Is he not our 
deadliest foe? 

(Suddenly there Is a great shriek. The sons <if Mara 
drop dead.) 

I told you. T told you. He would slay my sons I 
Strike! This is our last chance, a life-and-death struggle 
for us an. Strike! (drums) Strike (drums) Strike, strike, 
strike.... (drums) 

(J'be dnnns roll their fiercest and the ballet reaches 
its dhnax. Just at this juncture Qautam moves 
for the first thne, and with the forefinger of his right 
hand touches the earth. The baUet stops aulema- 
tically. Earth rumbles.) 

BUDDHA 

O Earth ! Mother of life I be witness, my Goddess of 
Truth! 

My Earth! you are witness 1 have triumphed, I have 
conquered. 

The kingdom of heave II is here. You, Earth I are the true 
und only kingdom of heaven. And man, the only god) 

(Earth bur.us with a rumble and the hosts of Mara 
fice. Now follows dead calm. Nothing stirs. 
All is mi ocean of peace. The Angel of Earth 
.suddenly appearsy a lovely Woman with flowing 
hair trailing behind, her as she walks towards Cautam.) 
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ANOEL OF EARTH 

O Beiug moteexcenenl than angelei his tru«that when 
you performed, through life after life, your sacred rituals 
you ever poured water on my hair, I who am Mother 
E&rih. Here, I bear testimony, 

(She w{7iss her hair a/ui a slream of vraxer fl(^s. 
Shrieks in the distance) 

Tins has already become a huge flood and drowned the 
fleeing hosts of Mara. Can you not hear his hosts shriek 
helplessly? 

(Lightning and thunder) 

Do you hear Ihe whole world creaking? It is an earth* 
quake. ]t is the sign that the world i$ l^ing turned topsy¬ 
turvy by your conquest which it can hardly bear. But 
you will now go back to it and preach the new doctrine. 
Your voice will ring throughout the ages. It will be 
heard by the numerous lands under the sky. For you 
are the Buddha, the Enlightened One. You are Gautam 
Buddha. 

(There is a terrific sense of approaching storm. The 
Angel of Barii vanishes even as she appeared. 
The curtain slowly goes down.) 


BLACKOUT 


SCENE TWO 

(The forestage. Gauiam on the road, a lonely wiruling 
road where not a soul seems to tread. From behind, 
a group of people come rushing a}ul shouting to 
him.) 

VOICES SHOUTING 

0 Monk! do not walk on this lonely road. There lurks 
a dangerous robber yonder who spares none. 
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Beware of Angulimala) iho Robber, notorious for cutting 
olT the fingers of his victims before slaying them. 

He wears a garjand of human fingers round bis throat. 

(Gauiom sff// cenrmues to wa/k, u/imindful of ihe 
ivaming) 

VILLAGERS ,(who come rushing on lh$ s/oge) 

Pray, Monk, retrace your steps. The robber Angulimala 
is dangerous. 

The road you tread is a lonely road. Go back, Monk. 
That monk does not seem right in his head. 

Can anybody who dwells loo much on the soul ever retain 
a right head? 

Running after the soul spoils the brain. 

Why, it is only those whose brains arc already spoilt run 
after the soul. 

And Angulimahi runs after such brainless fellows who 
walk straight into liis jaws, in spite of warning. 

A WOMAN VILLAGER 

Stop chattering, you fools! You donH know who he is. 
If you had eyes and your eyes saw his eyes you would 
have understood. 

A MAN 

Ho ho ho! only this beauty here has eyes: aU the rest 
of us are blind I 

HERDSMEN (ruimfng towards Btiddhd) 

We pray, Monk, wc pray you earnestly. Avoid 
yonder road. 

Nobody who has trod upon it has ever yet been safe. 

{BnUr Angullmah^ a fear/uUhokingfellow wearirtg 
a garland of fingers^ 
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ANGUtlMALA 

That is some impudcoce! Hardly in al] these yeors have 
2 ever seen anybody daring to walk this road alone, or 
even in groups of twenty and forty at a time! This clean¬ 
shaven fellow dares to come alone. Possibly he does so 
deliberately, being tired of the world and not caring to 
Jive aoy more. Why, be puls on an air as though be had 
conquered (he last robber on earth. He hasn't conquered 

me as yet! Suppose now I were to take his life; what’s 

the good, anyway! Except, of course, that it would only 
add another ten fingers including two thumbs, to my 
garland which is Already overloaded. 

(Cauiam wo/ks shtviy, w/ik dtUberate siepxy since Ac 
i$ in no haste, having no partiaihr place lo reach 
and no consdou^ess of time, AnguJimala rims 
after him but finds that the momcnl he is near him. 
something throws him tack by a few steps: some¬ 
thing ^ which he cannot exp ton, fends to make Afni 
waik backwards.) 

What’s this! is be a magician? Looks like li. The 
moment I approach him I am son of thrown back without 
my knowing how; my Ifmba grow weak and I am forced 
to walk backwards. 1 can never reach him at this rate. 
1 am unable to catch up with him, though he walks at a 
snail’s pace. I have in my time overtaken running ante- 
lopes^even shot an arrow and rushed to the point wlicrc 
it was about to drop, and caught it in my hands before it 
could drop! Loidl what a fantastic experience. Who¬ 
ever dreamed even in a dream that a fellow of this kind 
could ever exist in the world, 

Hey you, there, Monkl stand still. Stand still. 

BUDDHA {stands still) 

I stand still, Angulimala. Do you also stand sdll. 
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ANOULIMALA 

You se^ra the last word on truth and yet when you say: 

1 stand still, you seem to be uttering the biggest lie that 
was ever invented. Hey, Monk! I don’t understand 
you. Even as you walk you say : T stand still. And to 
me you say 1 stand cot still. 

(Counts /A/r propostiio/i cn the lips of his fingers) 
How stand you still and 1 stand not still? 

BUDDHA 

1 stand steadfast forevermore, Angulimala. 

For I am merciful to all beings, 

Therefore, 1 stand still, and you stand not still. 

(AnguUmala rushes round and round the stage like 
one demented, wirh his sword and flings it out of 
sight. Ms tears ihe garland of fingers and flings it 
on the gromd.) 

VOICE ON THE MIKE 

Darkness cannot resist the light; cruelty cannot resist 
compassion. The lord Oautam Buddha is a fire which 
cleanses oil evil. 

ANGULIMALA (sobbing wildly) 

0 Compassionate Lord! forgive me my crimes. 

CAUTAM (rcising A/m from the dust) 

You are already one of my true disciples. Arise. Sin 
repented changes to power. The tears of one who has 
erred beconte the pearls on the crown of truth. 

{A crowd of herdsmen, cowboys, etc. appears on 
the stage cheering wildly.) 

A HERDSMAN 

The Monk has conquered Angulimala. 
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BUDDHA 

Angulimala baa conquered himself. Nobody conquers 
anybody. The only conquest is the conquest of oneself 
over one’s self. 

{Wild cheering.) 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE THREE 

{The curtcin rises on ike scene of heretics busy 
cussing the arrival of ike Monk Cauiam,) 

FIRST HERETIC 

From the time the Monk Qautam appeared on the scene 
we have lost both gain and honour. 

SECOND HERETIC 

And now no one even so much as sniffs to find out if we | 
exude the smell of the living or the stink of the dead. ^ 

THIRD HERETIC (in a whisper) 

Somehow, we must try and finish ibts myth called Gautam. 
FIRST HERETIC 

That’s not so difficult. There she comes, the one who J 
can explode the myth named Gautam. ] 

{Enter Sundari, a charming woman) ^ 

SUNDARI 

You seem as If you were black clouds about to weep. ^ 


ONE HERETIC 

O Sister of our Order of Heretics I welcome. 
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ANOTHER 

Wb are black clouds all right But w« ara not going to 
shed water, we assure you; we arc out to lighten and 
thunder and frighten the world which adores the mooJe 
Qautara. 

SUNDARt 

Why, what harm has be done us? He seems but an 
innocent simpleton, a non^interfhring sort of nincom¬ 
poop- I don’t think he can hurt a fly, even if he wants to. 

A HERETIC 

0 that's all you know about him. Can’t you see how his 
coming on the scene has driven us off the stage? 

SUNDARl 

That’s true, of course. But what’s to be done about it ? 
A HERETIC 

You can do a lot. In fact, I was going to say, it is you 
alone who can help reestablish our lost dignity and 
honour. 

SUNDARl 

How? 

A HERETIC 

By exposing your own to the monk. Come close. Let 
us plan it out carefully; but nobody, not a soul, must 
know. 

ANOTHER 

Bring disgrace on Gautam ... Put him into such a 
situation that the world will spit upon him and his 
ochre robes! 
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SUKDARI 

Leave ic to me. You may change my name if I don’t 
succeed. 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE POUR 

(On the forestage SunJarl, in the evening light, 
walks alone. Women, parsing by, speak to her, 
for she is well known obviously.) 

A WOMAN 

Hallo, Sister) your name Sucdari, the beautiful one, 
suits you so well. 

SUNDARl 

I should think it does For. ...(miles to herself) O well, 
it is, perhaps, best not to talk of romance. 

ANOTHER WOMAN 

Romance? But where are you going, vrith garlands and 
perfumes and ... 

ANOTHER WOMAN 

And camphor and fruits and myrrh? 

ANOTHER WOMAN 

It is best not to poke one's nose into other’s affairs. 
Now, is that not so, Sundari? 

SUKDARI 

0 it is ooihing private, really. It is Just a romance which 
is about to work out because the stars in my horoscope 
want it. 

(Laughter all round) 
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A WOMAN {taking her aside) 

Joking apart, wfaera do you go every eveniDg so late 
when it H lime to be indoors? And—with all these 
garlands and this parapheroalia? 

SUNDARI 

Why do you want to know? 

A WOMAN . ^ 

Well, you know that we women are mquisiuve? 

SUNDARI 

As if men are notl Well, 1 don’t mind telling you, 
anyway- If you want to know: I am going to spend the 
night alone . .. with ... you can’t guess with whom. 

WOMEN 
Tell us, tell us. 

SUNDAEU 
The monk Gautam. 

WOMEN 

O O 01 what are you saying? The monk Gautam. 
SUNDARI 

Yes, in his perfumed chamber. But don't tell anybody. 
WOMEN 

Why should we go and blabber out a secret? 

I'll be the last person to sneak. 

But the way you go every evening, the secret is bound to 
become public. {SunJari g^cs cut) 

A WOMAN {to another just came on the stage) 

That was SundarL 
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THE WOMAN 
Very pretty creature. 

A WOMAN 

Beauty Is the greatest power on eartli. She asked me 
not to tell anybody; but I can tell you, provided you 
promise not to tell anybody. 

THE WOMAN 
I promise. 

A WOMAN 

She goes every night to the mooJe Oautam's. 

THE WOMAN 
For spiritual instruction? 

A WOMAN 

O yes, 0 yes, spiritual instruction in the monk’s perfhmed 
chamber. 

(Laughicr all round) 

ANOTHER WOMAN 
What ! ) ! 

(Heretics come that way, whispering to each other.) 

HERETICS 
Hallo, all of you. 

WOMEN 

This path is meant only for us women. How havo yon 
managed to find entry here? 

HERETICS 

We are heretics who believe in nothing ,., 

Saw Sundari go by? 
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A WOMAN 

Yes, aod she told us a secret before she went. 

A HERETIC 

Sundaxi told you a secret? Has she any secret to tell? 
WOMEN 

Is there OJxy woman on earth who has sot $ot a secret? 
(Laughter) 

A HERETIC 

Where has she gone at ibis strange hour? 

A WOMAN 

] can tell you provided you don't blurt It out to anybody. 
It is strictly confidential. 

A HERETIC 

Well, we promise, then. Tell u$. 

A WOMAN (in a whisper) 

She bas gone to spend tbe sight with the monk Gautam, 
alone . .. 

ANOTHER HERETIC 

Wbatl alone ... to spend the cigbt... with Gauiam? 
Incredible. 

WOMEN 

It is true. It Is true. 

{The wamen faugh and go out togelker,feeIing quite 
happy that they were able to spread a scandal.) 

FIRST HERETIC 

Well, is any case, it is public property now. 
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SECOND HERETIC 
What is. 

FIRST HERETIC 

The secret I Everybody iq the kingdom will now know 
what a fraud the monk Oautem is. {laughter}, 

THIRD HERETIC (in a whisper) 

We must conduct our business in whispers. 

(TTtree men enter : hefty cruel hirelings} 

Hero, take this advance. Ten gold pieces each. 

FIRST HERETIC 

After you have slain Sundari and thrown her mangled 
body on the pile of withered garlands and rubbish near 
the monk’s perfumed chamber, you must return to us. 

SECOND HERETIC 

To claim ten gold pieces more ... each one of you. 
You understand? 


ONE MAN (looking at the gold pieces} 

Gold is power, isn’t it? 

ANOTHER (gri/rning) 

Makes the mare go. 

ANOTHER 

Can both buy up women and murder them, too. 
A MAN 

And now to our crimson profession, 
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ANOTHER 

We shan’t call it murder. We stall say It was her fate. 
(They go out. Fade out and Fade fn again.) 


SCENE FIVE 

(The Heretics are now out to prepare the ground 
for the mysterious disappearance of Sundari.) 

A HERETIC (to a passerby) 

Have you seen Sundari pass this way? 

PASSERBY 

Sundari I who ia Sundari? 

ANOTHER HERETIC 
A Sister of our Order. 

PASSERBY 

Your Order? What Order? You look like the Heretics. 
ANOTHER HEREHC 

Wo are, and, therefore, we belong to the Order of the 
Enlightened Ones. 

(The street begins to have people streaming in} 

A MAN 

I say, there is a strange rumour about the mouk who hna 
come to preach to us. 

ANOTHER 

What? 

(One man whispers to another) 
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l5 it possible? Who could have believed it. The eyes 
of the monk, are so frank. 

FIRST MAN 

Appearances are deceptive, Brother. 

(They go out) 

A HERETIC (to some passersby) 

Could you tell us where our fine sister Sundari has gone? 

PASSERBY 

Sister Sundari? If she resembles in appearance the 
name she bears she must be beautiful. And beauty is its 
own reward and own doom. 

ONE PASSERBY 

0 yes, yes. Tho last we saw her was yesterday, in the 
evening. 

She was telling somebody on the way she waa going 
to the perfumed chamber of the monk Gautam. 

HERETIC 
The monk Gautam! 

ANOTHER 

We overheard her saying that she has been spending 
nights with him almost evor since his coming here. 

HERETICS (purposely shouting at the top of their voices) 
0 we have lost a wonderful friend, a great Sister of the 
Order of the Enlightened Ones I 
0 0 01 please help us to find her. We cannot find our 
sister. 

AN ELDERLY MAN 

The best thing would be to report to the King. 
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HERETICS 

Good idea. To the Icing Jetavaoa, Good idea. Very, 
A HERETIC 

I am sure the moolc has hidden her somewhere. 
ANOTHER HERETIC 

O down with these fake monks, these ocbre*weariog 
criminals. 

VOICES 

Down with them! Down with them I We must go to 
the King and appeal to him to institute an enquiry 
immediately. 

ANOTHER HERETIC 

Shaving the head and putting on ochre appare!. * Thai’s 
how the credulous are taken in. 

A BOY 

A shaven head makes one look like a monkey. 

VOICES 

We'll go to the King. We’ll go to the King. The King 
is a man of tremendous charity, understanding and 
benevolence, a man of justice. 


BLACKOUT 


SCENE SIX 

(TTie cur fain rises on the palace chamber', the King 
Jetavana and his Minister. A Messenger enters and 
announces the arrival of the Heretics.) 
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MESSENGER 

Yoyf Majesty! Members of the Order of the old Ea- 
lightened Ones wish to have audience with your Majesty. 

KING JETAVANA 
Call them in. 

{Heretics come M) 

HERETICS {bowifig tc the King) 

Sire, our sister Sundari has been missing. 

She hasn*t returned to oui beroijuge and we are anxious. 
The passeitby on the roads whispered that they saw her 
eater the chamber of the mo'ok Gaulam in the cniddle 
of the sight. 

We arc sorry to come with a complaint like this, for we 
know how deeply your Majesty respects and adores the 
monk. 

KING JETAVANA 

'Whispering tongues are act to be relied on. They do a 
lot of harm, . 

(Another Messenger ntshes in breaihUss) 
MESSENGER 

O king, king ! 1 have, sad news for you. They have 
found Sundaii. 

KING JETAVANA 

That is hardly sad aews. I aza glad they have found her. 
MESSENGER 

No, I did not put it right. They have found, not her, 
exactly.. but part of her. 
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HERETICS 

Whatl What is the messenger trying to say, yont 
Majesty? 

MESSENGER 

They are bringing her mangled body, they are brining the 
pieces on a Utter towards the palace for the king's scruUoy. 
(Voices outside the palace) 

VOICES 

We demand justice. 

Revenge! Revenge! Wc demand justice. We know 
our King is just. The monk Gautam has slain Sundari, 
a Sister of the order of the Enlightened Ones. 

Chi, chi! shamet shame 111 

We want justice. Justice must be granted. 

The monk should be brought to Justice. 

KING JET A V ANA 

Such a thing has never happened in our kingdom before. 
No monk has ever turned out to be a murderer. And 
1 have housed and fed several monks during my ragn. 

VOICES (omide) 

Our king has been harbouring a villain who has been 
caught red-handed. 

Bring him to jusiico. We demand it. 

Put him on the gallows. 

Hang him. Hang him. 

Rascal of a monk 1 Hang him. Hang him. 

KING JETAVANA 

I shall not accept what the people say on .mere hearsay. 
I refuse to believe that our monk has turned murderer. 
I want proof. 
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A HERETIC 

Sire» pardon ug. But would your people have shouted 
their lungs so hoarse bad they not had proof enough of 
the monk’s guilt? 

KING JETAVANA 

You seem to know a lot about the murder. However, 
1 want proof- 

(Sudd^nly, cUaving iheir way through the crowds 
the three Hirelings, dead drunk, come rushing into 
ike chamber. The Heretics try to stop them.) 

FIRST HIRELfNG 
Fool! don’t block the way. 

A HERETIC (m flwAwper) 

Stand outside. We are coming. Wo must pay you the 
extra ten gold pieces each. 

SECOND HIREUNG 

' killed Sundarj, And this fool here says it was he who 
billed her. 

THIRD HIRELING 

Mine was the first blow. But She didn’t die ihco. I 
killed her with a second blow. I did. 

FIRST HIRELING 

I kilied her. You can’t take the credit so easily. 

KING JETAVANA 

They are drunk. And when drink goes in, the emch 
comes out. Go on, go on. Tell us more. 
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SECOND mREUNG 

King I you are a great king. We know you will reward 
us for our courage. These three feUow$ here, these 
heretic feUow$.... 

HERETICS 

S hut up, you drunkeo clouts. We doo’t know who you are. 
Shut up. Who the devil are you? And how id they 
enter without the permission of the king? 

They are obviously the hirelings of the monk. What a 
clever monk. His hands are free, but his soul is soiled 
with blood. Poor Sundari! So, King! what greater 
proof do you want? These hirelings of the monk are 
enough proof. We must be going now, your Majesty. 
It is time for our worship. The household gods must be 
waiting for us. 

KING JBTAVANA 

The gods can wait They have enough patience. 

{(o the HirelUigs) Go oa. Tell us the whole story. 

ONE HIRELING 

Your M^estyl 1 killed Sundari at one stroke. I have 
a sure aim and have, through long practice, become a 
past master of the trade. 

ANOTHER 

King, be is a born liar. I killed her. 

ANOTHER 

T killed her, your Majesty I and it is X who should have 
received all the gold pieces, {looks at the ffereiics) 

KING JETAVANA 

You were promised gold pieces? 
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HXRBTICS 

Your Majesty! the household gods will be augry with 
MS.... 


KING JETAVANA 

O yes, they wiJI be. {to ike Hirelings) Or were you already 
given gold pieces? And If so, by whom? 



HIRBUKGS 4 

By whom? Why, there they are. Our friends. Our ^ 
good old friends. Members of the Order of the 
lightened. 


MINISTER 

They lock just now Hkc Members of the Order of the 
Frightened. 


(Lcud laughter everywhere) 

HERETICS 

The household gods will never forgive us..,. 

KING JETAVANA 

You are again right. They never will forgive you. But, 
let me tell you, that these three hirelings here are the real 
gods who will tell us all about the murder, {tc the Hire^ 
lings) You killed Suudari? You committed the murder? 

A HIRELING 

Yes, you may call it that, I suppose. When one kills for 
the sake of a hire, it is called murder. But when people 
kill each other on the battlefield for the sake of wages, 
it is called heroism. 


4 
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KING JETAVANA {to the Hirelings) 

I take It, you know these three men here. 


A HIRELING 

Know them? Why! they have already given us ten 
pieces of gold each and promised to give us tea more 
we have committed the murder. 


KING JETAVANA (to Minister) 

Have these heretics arrested and lead them through the 
streets and make them prodaim publicly: We killed 
Suodari. The monk Oautam is innocent. The monk 
Gautam is alone the Enlightened One among men. He 
is the New Order. 

MINISTER 

A very light sentence, indeed, your Majesty 1 
KING JETAVANA 

The sentence is not complete, After the innocence of 
the monk has been proved before my people, have the 
heretics hanged on a tree. 

CROWDS {outside) 

Justice. We want justice. Hang them. Hang them. 
Our king is a just king. Hang them. Hang them- The 
monk is innocent. O wonderful monk I what a wonder¬ 
ful monk. He is a god. He is a god! Let us go and fall 
at his feet. He will save us. He will save us. 


KING JETAVANA 

The multitude is so easily swayed j 

rumour. 


so easily poisoned by 
BLACKOUT 
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SC£Ng SEVEN 

(On the lit forestage, Cautm sits on a stnaU roe/c. 
Ne is surrounded by a crowd of followers. Sudden- 
ly. a Woman bearing a dead child in her arms comes 
and sobs before him.) 

WOMAN 

O Sirt, Sire! ray jewel is lost. My little lamp has been 
blown out, I am lonesome. I am left without any hope 
in life. I am broken. 

OAUTAM (gazes into her eyes calmly) 

Arise. Wipe away your tears. 

WOMAN 

O Sire, rumour tells us that you are immortal. 'You 
are a god, they say. They say you can bring back the 
dead to iife, Here, hero is ray babe, my stricken flower 
who has left the garden of my life bare, 

OAUTAM 

Arise. You raust not grieve, you must not moan. 
WOMAN 

Is there no way of this little form b«ag brought back to 
life? 

GAUTAM 

The body is only a form of clay, mother! 

WOMAN 

0 Sire, won’t you give me back my babe ? Won’t 
you £11 it again with breath ? 
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GAUTAM 

I could, if only you would fetch me a mustard seed.,, 


WOMAN (dr/gfif£»/ng ftp) 

That’s easily done, Sire. 

GAUTAM 

But from a house which has never seen death. 

WOMAN 

Master, I will go forth and seek such a house and fetch 
you the mustard seed. (jAe goes our) 

GAUTAM (quietly to his disciples) 

Poor Woman! She may go to the ends of the earth but 
she will not find such a house. For every house that is 
built on earth, there are more graves than one, ready to 
receive its inmates. 


BLACKOUT 

{ht the darkness the commentary on the mike) 
COMMENTARY 

The woman goes from bouse to hou», knocks at door 
after door enquiring whether any house he free from the 
experience of having lost a dear one. Over and over 
again she receives the one answer: Woman I are you 
mad? Are you mad that you are wasting your time and 
spending your energy in trying to find a house into which 
^atb never entered. Go back. 

{The foresiage is lit again. Gauiam is seated where 
be was, the Woman returns with her dead child.) 
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WOMAN 
O Masterl Masferl 

GAUTAM 

Mother! have you brou^t me the mustard seed? 
WOMAN 

1 did oot iind the mustard seed you wanted. I need not 
now try and look for it. It is my ignorance which made 
me hope for the impossible. 1 understand now the 
meaning of life. The Master has opened my eyc« for 
me. Death is the secret of human life so iong as its 
riddle remains unsolved. 

GAUTAM' 

Yours, therefore, is not the only sorrow; this world is 
tilled with sorrow, because this world is filled with wrong 
desire, with twisted cravings. 

WOMAN 

Without a tear I shall bury the dead. 

GAUTAM 
Dust unto dust. 

WOMAN 

1 have but one desire left, Master. To joiik your Order 
of Nuns, 

(A host of Buddhist Nims comes chanting past 
She joins them and shwiy kneeling, one by one, at 
the monk's feet, they move out their ckaniing 
fading out \ery gradually. Cautam left alone on 
the forestage, in deep meaitation. Fads out light.) 


(CW/aw) 
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ACT EIGHT 

SCENE ONE 

(77i€ city of Kapilavasiu. ,SiJdhartha has returned to 
his dear eliy^ not as Siddhariha, but as a monk. 
The people come forth to meet and greet him: 
women, children and men applaud loudly. From 
the palace window King Suddkodana looks out and 
watches the scene. Now we see the Queen stand-^ 
ing beside him. Above the crowd-noises on the 
mike offstage we hear the voices of the King and 
the Queen in conversation.) 

\ CHORUS 

L He has come back with his banner of peaco unfurled, 

' Not prince of an earthly kingdom but lord of the world. 
Where is his banner? It is the measureless heaven which 
glows 

Silver and gold in the night, in the moraing, amber and 
I rose. 

I Where is his banner? It deaves the darkness and sorrow 
f departs, 

Wide as a luminous pinion it spreads in human hearts. 
The fish in the water, the corn in the field and the birds 
r in the air 

Assume a great peace akin to some last fulfilment of 
prayer. 

* This day not an inch of the realms of time and space is 
dumb, 

Creation awakens from slumber and shouts with a-plomb: 
He has come, 

Not the prince of an earthly kingdom but sovereign lord 
i of the world 

. With a banner of peace immortally over the ages unfurled. 


2J4 


SIDDHARTHA-MAN OF PEACE 


O gaze on his form, high symbol of heavenly light, it 
resembles 

A shadowless deep beyond the great deep of creation and 
time. 

Stillness is packed in his being, a sky-iinged lotus trembles 

Between his Angers cerven of splendour. He is sublime, 

Casting no shadow... nothing on Earth in his beauty 
remains, 

Caze on his heavenly form, O Earth! and come clear of 
your chains. 


KING’S VOICE {whiU he points oui of the windoM^ 

Can you see? There seems to be great excitement in 
the city this morning. Look, look! look at the crowds; 
never seen such a sight in all my life. 

QUEEN’S VOICE 

TTiey seem to be gathering round some strange figure, 
unusual to lock at. There! clean*$baven head. How 
it shines in (he rising sun. That figure has donned ochre 
robes. They adore him, Kingl He has become the 
centre of a widening circle. 

KING’S VOICE 

They are evidently strewing Sowers on his path. May be 
somebody from another kingdom. 

QUEEN’S VOICE 

He seems greater than a king. Look I I can see him 
distinctly now. How wonderful his eyes are. 

KING’S VOICE 

Yes, and do you see something burning round him? A 
aort of halo. 1 see it distinctly. A golden halo. 
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{The crowds swell and lead the Monk out. T^e 
king and the Queen watch the procession and when 
it has gone out they shut the window) 

BLACKOUT 

{The whole crowd has now come on the foreslage. 
A Messenger runs towards it and shouts at the top 
of his roice^) 

MESSENGER {pleavtng through ike crowds) 

Make way. Make way. The Kins Suddhodasa comes. 
Salute Wm. 

VOICE 

We aaJute only One who is greater than the Kiog. 
MESSENGER 

What acdiiious voice is that? Arrest the rascal. 
ANOTHER 

We aaluio ibe Mook, the b«ng who radiates light. 
VOICES 

Look at his eyes if you dare- There is a fire in them 
which can bum up all the dross and disease of the world. 
He is as calm as a mountain and as strong. 

Who may he be? His face is familiar. 

He walks like a god. 

Me is a god. Can’t you see the way his body seems to 
be pur© spirit through which a bird could fly as through 
ao atmosphere? 

MESSENGER 

Make way. Here comes the King. 
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KING 

Whai! Impossible. Is this not my son? Surely my 
blood can recognize my own blood. My son, Siddhartha! 

VOICES 

O tie has come back! He has come back. 

And we were blind. 

We were always blind. Men are blind until one like Him 
comes to cure them of their blindness. 

KING 
My Son! 

GAUTAM 

Who are you lo call me son? 

KING 

I am the king, your father. 

GAUTAM 

For me there is but one King and that is Truth. As for 
me, there is no father, no mother, no brother,.Ail men 
lo me are related- The world is my family. 

KING 

Have you rciuroed completely insane? 

AN OLD MAN 

He who has retunied is the sanest man that was ever 
born; perhaps, the lirst sane mac jn creation! Gautam 
Buddha, once your royal son, the Friuce who left the city 
one night, long ago, 

KING 

Is this he who was once the Prince of our kingdom? A 
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beggar. A beggar clad in oohre robe, his head clean¬ 
shaven? What! 

MESSENGER 

Sire, the beggar you behold, they say, is ihe Lord of truth- 
Truth was always a beggar, a plain thing without trappings. 
He has come with a bowl in his hand to beg from door 
to door And the door at which be stands shall be 
blessed forever. 

KING 

I shan’t let him beg, A mendicant! A beggar! No, 
not in my kingdom shall he beg, 

GAUTAM 

Who are you? A king? No, no. You arc but a mete 
beggar in a kingdom of shadows seeking,seeking, seeking, 
without finding. That is why you are so miserable. 
With all your worldly wealth and comfort you are a 
miserable creature who spend sleepless nights and troubled 
days. 

KING 

He speaks with divine confidence. And yet, it hurts mi 
to think that he has come in the garb of a beggar to tho 
very kingdom of whioh he should be the rightful emperor. 
O Son, Son! 

GAUTAM 

Mark me. I have gone beyond relationships. 


Why do you mortify me thus? I am overwhelmed with 
shame to see you in this state. Know you not that it 
would be a disgrace for me if, in this very diy of your 
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loyal biitK you should go from house to house begging 
and receiving alms? Come, we shall house you In our 
palace and you shall not need to beg. 

GAUTAM 

Palace? Poor King! ihe only true palace of men is the 
six-foot pyre or eartb*hoie. Why do you not see me 
as I am? 

KINO 

Why do you put mo to shame? 

GAUTAM 

0 earthly Kingl I am not putting you to shame. 1 am 
merely keeping up the tradition of my lineage, 

KING 

Tradition of your lineage? To gain a livelihood by 
going from house to house begging for alms? You call 
this our tradition. 

GAUTAM 

Vo, King! Idon’t- It is not your tradition. Itismine. 
'ountless thousand Buddhas have gone before, 
begging from house to bouse and receiving alms. 

KING 

Swindle, I call it, Swindle of poor householders, 
GAUTAM 

What does an earthly king do? He exploits the whole 
kingdom and demands the toil of his subjects by way of 
diviue, right. Is that not SO? 

(The crowdr cheer. The muliUudes shout ‘'Long 
/fve Gcuicfn, the Monk- Long live the Great One 
etc.") 


BLACKOUT 
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SCENE TWO 

{The forestage is suddenly dark and a narrow spot 
light is turned on Yashodara and Rahul who are 
seen inside a small circle. The erowds have dis- 
appeared. In the darkness at one corner the faint 
figure of Gautam. 

YASHODARA 
I shan’t go to meet him. 

RAHUL 

You won’t go to meet him? Everybody is rushing to 
meet hini; as though he were a festival. 

YASHODARA 

Let the whole town fall at his feet. Let the whole town 
adore him. You, too, go and adore him. You are his 
son. You owe him a duty. As for me, I shall not budge 
an inch from my position. I shall wait for him; if he 
cares to meet me he wU come towards me. He who 
left me must come hack to me. Let the whole town go to 
meet him. ike will have to come to meet me. 

RAHUL 

Mother! I have never seen you so proud. Are you 
proud because my father has returned? 

YASHODARA (wpes a tear amy) 

Proud I 0 \ I shall humble him who went away from 
•us with pride in his heart and now returns to us like a 

beggar. 

Go, Rahul. Oo and meet him and call mm father. 

(The spot shifts on to Caution and Rahul, while 
Yashodara is In the darkness, a dim figure waiting.) 
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RAHUL 

I thought I would call you father but, great Monkl you 
seem «o far-away and free that I dare not do ao now, I 
call you Master..,Beautiful Master! 

OAOTAM 

Welcome, sweet Disciple! 

0 beautiAjl and sad city of KapiJavastuI I have kept 
my word. I have returned after conquering life.... and 
death ! ( I 

RAHUL 

Master! there is ;^t another disciple waiting for you. 
My mother is waiting to salute you. 

GAUTAM 
Our Mother. 


SCENE THREE 

{The stage is now wholly lit otidQauiam shwly 'walks 
towanis Yashodarawiih IRahul walking by his side.) 

YASHODARA 

O he comes this way. I have conquered. I have con¬ 
quered at last, r have conquered him, he, after whom 
the whole kingdom has been runoing since his return, is 
now coming towards one. 

(As he approaches her) 

But what am I saying? 

As be comes closer I feel I am being conquered 0 
What a wonderful monk!(/jc has come close to her now) 
Fergrve me for my pride, my insolence, my anger. They 
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have vanisbcd at your approach leaving but a great big 
adoration in the heart. 

Enlightenend One! wiH you deign to enter our chamber 
but once. I would, along with my aon Rahul, adore you, 
making you sit on a seat of flowera, offering incense to 
you and chants. 

OAUTAM 

1 shall enter the chamber. 

BLACKOUT 


SCENE FOUR 

(The curtain rises on the chamber^ the selfsame one 
where Sideihanha had years ago left his sleeping 
and child. The parrot in the cage Is silent.) 

MALUKA 

He comes like a god in fullest triumph. 

MAIDS (j« swift succession) 

You lemcmbcr what the sage Asita Muni had prophesied? 
You remember how the Prince used to shine like 
gold? 

You remember how he used to talk in childhood to his 
white toy-horse and say: If you had wings I would fly 
riding on your back? 

If only Kaothak had been alive now to see the Prince. 
Channa does not know that his master has returned or else 
he would have been the first to rush and greet him. 
Channa has gone old now. He grew old sooner than 
he should have, through grief of being separated from 
his Master Siddhartha. 
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Ever since he left, Cbanna has been Uving the life of a 

Dcrsiit» 

But Siddharttui has retumed now. 

^ it isn’t Siddhartha but Gauiam Buddha they call him 

(Enrer Gautm, Yashodara and Kahid The 

parrot shri^s in Joy.) 

PARROT 

1 am buDgry. I am hungry. 

GAUTAM (co?npassionaiely) 

Still hungry I You shan’t be hungry very long. 

(He frees the bird, ft comes out and perches on 
Cauiam's shoulders) 

No captraiy for you. And yet, being used to » 
cage all us life, freedom would seem unnatural and un. 
comfortable to the poor bird, my childhood’s friend. 

(Channa comes rushing in, excited.) 

CHANNA 

0 Masterl Master! you have returned. Not onlv 

Maswf ” ^ ^ 

(Cauiam blesses him) 

GAUTAM 

Chunnal you have grown old beyond recognition. 

CHANNA 

After you went away. Sire, my youth left mo. Mv soul 
went With you, leaving this body behind. ^ 
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GAUTAM 

And now with me has it returned. 

(Gouiam walks slowly towards Yashodara extending 
his bowl before her) 

Give me ’alms. 

YASHODARA 

T have naught to give as alms »vo my self.. .Pray, accept 
me as one of your disciples. 

{Then enter the King and the Quean, the Court Poet, 
the Court Jester and she palace retpsue.) 


K.1NO 

Let us adore him. 

QUEEN 

Let us aooiot him. 

COURT POET 

Lord of compas^on! Conqueror of peace I 
COURT JESTER 

He has come, (bi$ Lord of Peace, to join the pieces of th' 
broken world together and make it whole again. I knoc 
my wit has lost its edge and my humour its soul; but tb. 
sole reason is that the monk is so calm and self-gathered, 
so brimful of peace and so silent that when 1 try and crack 
a joke I only seem to crack myself. 

ALL 

Come, let us anoint him. 

{Women bring mguents, etc. but Gautam will not 
allow himself to be anointed) 
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GAUTAM 

No. 1 aoi a mook who must walk the roadways, proaching 
my message : a man among men. 

(Dei'C Dutia rushes in wiih a few Fofhwers) 

DEVA DUTTA 

So, this j$ our warrior! Ha ba ha) I knew he would end 
up by shaving his head and wearing the ochre robe. The 
life of a monk is the last refuge of a scoundrel. 

COURT JESTER 

So are your politics. 

GAUTAM (caJm/y) 

Devs Dutul 

.DEVA DUTTA 

I must not remain here any longer. There’s something 
in his voice which makes me afraid. Come, my Fol* 
lowers ! lei us quit. 

FOLLOWERS 

We quit you. We follow him from today. 

(Chefring everywhere. Enter a band of 
Skikkus, chanting) 

biutdhan eharanom gachehemi 
dhamtnam sharanam gachchaml 
sangam jharantm gachchami 

{The whole atmosphere of the stage has grown tense 
with a sense ef devotion. Other Bhikkus come in 
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with great big urns of Ilf incoisf. Offstage the mffce 
receives blended noistJi of cheering voices and the 
p sound of gongs and chatus. Above U the Monk 

r Gautam Buddha delivers his message.) 

OAUTAM 

Qo ye, Bhikkus) into Xbe world and preach the message 
of the Buddha: the message of peace. Oo ye into a world 
of broken men, exploited men, wounded men... and preach 
V my message. Say to the world: Peace! And peace 
shall only come when it has attained enlightenment after 
conquering wrong desire, greed, hatred and lust; and then 
no man shall exploit another and equality shall reign in 
the world. Equality and Understanding and Peace. 
Peace! Peace! Peace I 

■' EPILOGUE 

(The booming of cannon is heard m the distance. 
i The scene of war is once more enacted, as at the 

start, on the 16 mm. screen. The foresiagc is lit 
and we find the Bhikku and the European Traveller 
as we left them at the start of the play.) 

BHIKKU 

And so, you have seen, how the Great Lord Gautam 
- Buddha fought over the evil forces of the world and con¬ 
quered them,not for his own sake,hut for the sake of hu¬ 
manity. His message which today is needed more than 
ever, when wars are being fought and enmities rampant 
everywhere, his message of peace is needed, Bui this 
message has been preached in cur country throughout 
its history. From Buddha’s time the message has been 
coming down right up to our own when Mahatma 
Gandhi preached it and even died for it. And today, 
9- Jawahorlal Nehru bears in his hand the banner of 


226 


5IDDHARTHA.MAN OF PBACfi 


Paocbashila. The world \$ looking up to him to show 
the way towards the solution of mutual haired, sus¬ 
picion and dissolution. Peace. Peace. Everybody looks 
back across two thousand five hundred years and re¬ 
calls the Golden Lord. 

The palmyra Uaf screen which ms seen at the 
besiftnins of liie play once again is let down from 
the prosceniwn arch aid on it the title: 
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THE LIVING THOUGHTS 


OF 

KARL HARX 

by 

UON TROTSKY 

‘The whole strength of Marx’s methods was 
In his approach to economic phenomena, not 
from the subjective point of view of certain persons, 
but from the objective point of view of the develop* 
ment of society as a whole. 

For economic science the decisive significance Is 
what and how people act, not what they themselves 
think about their actions. At the base of society 
is not religion and morality but nature and labour. 
Marx's method is mattrfalistic, because It pro¬ 
ceeds from existence to consciousness, not the 
other way around. Marx’s method is d/olectfc 
because it regards both nature and society as they 
evolve and evolution itself as the constant struggle 
and conflicting forces.'’ 

—Leon Trotsky. 
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OP 


CONFUCIUS 

^r®sen»rf by 
AifRED DOESilN 

''Confucius and the orthodox teachings elevate 
us. We gain a profound obll|8tion to act In a 
wa/ which is natural and not directed by fear of 
punishment. Confucius makes us the guarantors 
of a regular world order, and we must not forget 
our responsibility for a moment because one 
move follows directly on the other and only a cash 
trade Is carried on. . 

Times have certainly changed since Confucius, 
but the mfnd of man and human nature have 
remained unchanged for these two thousand five 
hundred years. Today, just as In Confucius’ time, 
men are still striving for a social society, the will 
to live to see a spiritual moral world and the 
(uncertain) feeling that such an existence Is possible 
prevails unchanged; the struggle for happiness 
and stability goes on". 

—Alfred Doeblln, 
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OF 

VOLTAIRE 

Pmenud by 
ANDRE MAUROIS 

"\t been s^ld that If seventeenth century 
was the century of Louis XIV, the eighteenth was 
the century of Voltaire : and it is true that no 
mind better represents th&t lively and glittering 
epoch. 

It was in the eighteenth century that the 
bourgeoisie awoke and grew rich and Voltaire 
was a rich bourgeoisie ; It was in that century 
chat the natural Sciences developed, following 
a new method, and Voltaire was avid for dll the 
sciences; finally this was the century when reli¬ 
gious, monarchical and aristocratic Institutions 
underwent a complete transformation and Voltaire 
was a great reformer. 

Add to this the fact that he defended the 
new doctrines with diabolical brilliance, and 
chat he expressed the favourite Ideas of his time 
In the clearest and most entertaining of fashions." 

—Andre Maurols. 
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